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PRELIMINAEY NOTICE TO THE EEADEE. 



Whatever appears in brackets [ ] is inserted by the 
Editor ; as indicating the subject-matter of this or that piece> 
for convenience of reference. 

So, also^ as to any typographical emphasis ;— having any 
word, or sentence, printed in Italics, or in Boman Capitals. 
This the Editor has taken the liberty to do, in a few in- 
stances ;^'there being nothing of the kind in the original 
MSS. 

With regard to Part V. — being nearly all extracts or notes 
from eminent writers ; — the Editor doubted much at first 
whether those notes, &c., ought to appear at all. But, see- 
ing that they are, in themselves, and for the most part, of 
intrinsic value ; — especially as to matters of chronology, and 
as to the characters of remarkable persons ; — and that 
country places ( — such as those of his own kinsfolk and ac- 
quaintance, amongst whom he hopes to distribute copies — ) 
are not, generally, furnished with Libraries so extensive, as 
that information can be had, or reference made, to many 
curious and interesting points of History, which are here 
ready to hand ; — and such, moreover, being his own case ; 
(insomuch that, in making a quotation, for instance, and de- 
pending on memory alone, he is apt enough to commit a 
blunder ! — ) hence he has oome to the conclusion of trans- 
scribing this part also, and let it stand with the rest. To 
him^ at least, it appears very interesting. 



PREFACE. 



The story of these pages is easily told. No old papers 
("buen escritas de mano," or otherwise) unexpectedly 
brought to light ; as were those of the far-famed Cid 
Harriet bm Engeli in the streets of Toledo ; — ^nor yet, 
a happy thought of examining the inmost recesses of 
a somewhat suspicious-looking *' Velvet Cushion;'' as, 
several years ago, occurred to a worthy divine ; whose 
curiosity was rewarded by the discovery of those in- 
teresting manuscripts which he published under that 
designation ! Nothing so extraordinary, or anything 
like it ; — but, simple enough, and quite in an ordinary 
way ; on this wise :— 

Some ten years since, whatever papers had been left 
by my sister (Mary Anne) just then deceased, came to 
my hands ; — but, pre-occupied as I then was, and for 
some years subsequently, they were examined merely as 
to what might relate to the distribution of her property. 
Within the last few months, however, again looking 
over those papers, I took especial notice of some, put 
up separately, in small bundles ; on a more leisurely 
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examining of which it occurred to me that, if collected, 
and arranged in some sort of order, they might form an 
interesting tract, and a sort of heir-loom to my descend- 
ants : — and, in trying to carry out the idea ; — the Good 
and Gracious Lord sparing me thus far, and with sight 
and sense just suffident for it ; — I really have experi- 
enced a degree of pleasure and of gratification, of which, 
now in extreme old age and sadly debilitated, I had 
thought it impossible I should ever be susceptible ! No 
doubt, I view these few memorials through the medium 
of an affectionate partiality ; and so, am every way ex- 
cusable in saying how thoroughly I am convinced of 
their intrinsic value ; — that, as contrasted with many 
productions continually issuing &om the press. 

The solid bullion of one sterling line, 

Drawn to French wire, might thro' whole pages shine 1 

— and that, with any to whom they may become known, 
a perusal would not be followed by disappointment, or 
one shade of regret for the time it occupied. 

Apart, however, from any or all such considerations, 
surely I am bound to adore the Supreme Goodness that 
has, thus far, " helped" one, so frail and so very feeble, 
in trying to complete this pleasing task I and to implore 
the same gracious aid for a Blessing on it, as (may I 
humbly hope) a work of Faith, no less than a labour of 
Love ! — that these simple "Memorials " of the departed 
may yet — if only to some few wayworn travellers on 
life's journey — come as messengers of peace, of consola- 
tion, of encouragement ; — imparting, as a means how- 
ever humble of the Divine Agency, some foretaste of 
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the Blessedness that awaits the believing Christian in 
realms of Light and Glory ! — as it is written : — 

" And one of the Elders answered, saying unto me ; 
— What are these which are arrayed in white robes ? — 
and whence came they ? 

And I said unto him ; Sir, thou knowest ! And he 
said unto me; These are they which came out of great 
tribulation ; and have washed their robes, and made 
them white, in the blood of the Lamb ! 

Therefore are they before the throne of God ; and 
serve Him day and night in His temple : and He that 
sitteth on the throne shall dwell among them. 

For the Lamb, which is in the midst of the throne, 
shall feed them ; and shall lead them unto living foun- 
tains of waters : And God shall wipe away all tears 
from their eyes I" " Amen ! Even so, come. Lord 
Jesus !" — Revelation vii. 13-17 ; and 20. 



25th Septembeb, 1882. 
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A RETROSPECT, 



ETC. 



PART I. 

[TO AND FROM THS UNITED STATES; SEVENTY YEARS SINCE!]* 



To URANIA.t 

May 12, at Sea, Lat. 38° 55', Long. 45° 7'. 

A delightful calm enables me to address my dear Urania 
from the high seas ; and without further proem, or one jot or 
tittle of sentimentalism, I shall proceed to sketch a faint 
outlme of our hitherto unvaried voyage. 

On the 11th ult^. we took possession of our berths in the 
fine« swift-sailing, and copper-bottomed frigate, John Watson, 
S. Newsom, commander; but, in default of a favouring 
breeze, were kept at anchor in the bay until the morning of 
the 13th. A drunken pilot then steered us down channel, 
under shores which, at every different tack, presented an 
interesting change of aspect and of outline. Snow still 
covered the tops of the mountains ; and down their sides were 
occasionally discernible the wreathing smoke of SQattered 
hamlets, the sparkling course of waterfalls, and the first 
traces of early vegetation. A clear atmosphere, aided by a 
telescope, afforded some distant views of the Caernarvon hills ; 

♦ Note [Al], t Note [A2J. 
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and on the 18th, St. David^s Head rose like a pale cloud on 
the horizon. It was the last distinguishahle speck of British 
land, as a southern course prevented the usual doubling of 
Cape Clear. Off the Bay of Biscay we beat^ and rolled, for 
three days ; but the 22nd of April saw us completely clear of 
land, and presented that sublime object, a blue and^ seem- 
ingly, a shoreless ocean. 

The cold and boisterous weather of last month confined 
myself and party completely between decks ; and never did 
a space so narrow include a mass of humanity less interesting 
or more heterogenous. The occupants of the steerage, above 
one hundred in number, belong chiefly to the lower grade of 
farmers, and have been prompted to emigrate by that train 
of political evils which demoralizes and depopulates the 
country they have forsaken. A native and a resident of 
happy England, you, my Urania, can but faintly surmise the 
nature and extent of that system, which renders my degraded 
country a land of tyrants and a den of slaves I ! 

During the last week we have passed many hours of every 
day in the open air. Behold me, pacing the quarter-deck, 
or seated on a hen-coop, or perched on the stern, ruminating 
on the past, reasoning on the present, and anticipating the 
future ! The ocean scene is by no means uninteresting : every 
shifting breeze, every passing cloud, affects the aspect of our 
liquid world, and manifests the variety of Nature in all her 
exhibitions. Our southerly steering brings us into the iden- 
tical tracks of Columbus — a man whose sufferings and mag- 
nanimity can only be appreciated by wanderers of the deep. 
What would have been his joy, in some hour of anxious 
cogitation and dreaded conflict, to hear the sounds which 
now assail my ear — " a sail ! a sail !" — pronounced by Neptune 
at the mast-head to be a British packet, home-bound. All 
on board is excitement and expectation : the decks are being 
scrubbed, the extra ropes coiled up, the steerage belies ad- 
justing their caps, and Captain Samuel Newsom addressing 
himself to the speaking-trumpet. I, too, experience that 
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agreeable sort of perturbation which incidents on land have 
not the same power to produce. 

Trusting that the two vessels will change credentials en 
passent, I shall bid you, my friend, a sudden, an unceremo- 
nious farewell! and should these lines, indeed, attain their 
destination, let them be considered as testifying that neither 
time, nor space, nor circumstance, has hitherto affected the 
warm friendship of your, 



To THE Same. 

June 8, 1811, Greenwich, N. Y. 

Taking for granted that my hasty despatch of May 12 is 
already in your hands, I devote my first hour of composure 
to the furnishing of such a sequel as a total absence of the 
marvellous, or the romantic, allows me to transmit. 

That calm, bright weather which marked the middle of 
May was, on the 20th, succeeded by tempestuous gales, and 
nights of Stygian darkness. On the 2 1st, at midnight, the 
wind swelled to a tempest ; some of the sails were carried 
away; mountain billows swept the decks; and three men 
lashed to the helm could with difficulty secure its guidance. 
While all aloft was bustle, doubt, and danger, we females 
remained quietly below, nor increased, by any external symp- 
toms of alarm, the anxieties and toils of the officers and 
crew. We waited for the day, as did the Apostle ; and 
seldom has its dawning been more gladly hailed, more grate- 
fully welcomed, than it was by us on the morning of the 
22nd. Towards noon we went on deck, to contemplate that 
awful spectacle, a mighty ocean yet swelling and foaming, 
though the storm had passed away. I cannot do justice to 
the scene ! I cannot image forth the narrowed horizon — the 
wild and scattering clouds, announcing yet uncertain weather ; 
the mountainous and dark green waves, of which th.^ %\v^\)^ 
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tops seemed now to touch the heavens^ and now to threaten 
with suhmersion the groaning and labouring vessel. 

From the 23rd we rapidly progressed under brilliant skies, 
and borne on the wings of the most favourable breezes. On 
the 26th soundings were taken in 50 fathoms, and the follow- 
ing day presented the eastern point of Long Island, bearing 
north-oorth-west ^* Land ! certain land," was proclaimed 
with three cheers on the morning of the 30th, and that 
evening's sun saw us at anchor near Sandy Hook. The gay 
and glittering scene exceeds my powers of description ; and, 
revolving what it was two hundred years ago, the musing 
mind must be pervaded by surprise and admiration. All 
beneath and around, bright, lovely, and luxuriant in them- 
selves, derived from the setting sun that mellowness and 
lustre which Claude himself rather dreamed of than realized. 
I gazed with enthuiasm, and for once at least without preju- 
dice ; and, gazing, felt convinced that the bays of Naples and 
of Dublin have here their more than parallel. 

After a tranquil night, we passed through the Narrows on 
the following morning, and approached New York under the 
variegated shores of Staten Island. Like Venice, the city 
seems to emerge from the water, amidst a forest of masts and 
groves of garden poplars. It is accessible to vessels of the 
largest size ; and, at one o'clock. May 3 1st, our ship laid her 
side to the wharf. Here the business of debarkation is at- 
tended with much less trouble than at home : the stranger is 
not assailed by a legion of harpies, each snatching the de- 
voted luggage from the other's grasp ; all, on the contrary, 
proceeds with order, civility, and desps^tch ; betokening the 
use, not the abuse, of authority. 

Greenwich is the Stepney of New York, to which the 
plague of yellow fever has never yet penetrated. Here we 
are established for the present ; and hence my dear Urania 
shall soon have another pledge of remembrance from her dis- 
tant friend. Weary in the service of other correspondents, 
my pen and my brain are exhausted ; but believe, that no 
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laDgour^ DO exhaustion, mingles with that feeling with which 
I subscribe myself most faithfully yours^ ■ 



To Mentor.* 

New York: the first of August, 1811. 

My dear Sir; 

Your obliging and most welcome letter of May the 

12th was forwarded to me from Boston by Mr. J ^n. In 

consequence of extreme sickness and stress of weather, that 
gentleman ** and suite " were obliged to land in the cradle of 
American liberty ; they then travelled, leisurely and circui- 
tously, towards Maryland, and their safe arrival in Baltimore 
has been duly notified by every democratic journal north of 
the Chesapeak. 

I trust that a letter from me, dated, I think, in June, has 
reached you in course. It contained a sketch of places and 
persons which I do not mean here to re-touch, and to which 
I can add very little of the interesting or the new. Mine is 
rather a sententious than a descriptive pen ; and, in my own 
impartial judgment, nothing can exceed the dulness of its 
e£Pusions, saving and excepting the indulgence of those to 
whom they are addressed. 

In leaving Europe I had hoped to leave behind wars, and 
rumours of wars— parties arid party spirit; and that bug- 
bear, a dread of foreign invasion, which essentially conduced 
to *^ fright us from our home." But, judging from the hos- 
tile aspect of all around us, and from the avowed expression 
of the public mind, there is reason to expect a near explosion 
of that political storm which, so long since as the year 1793, 
began to cloud this brilliant horizon. You cannot fail to re- 
member that the declaration of neutrality then published by 
her late colonies, inspired a latent jealousy in Great Britain ; 

• Note [B]. 
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hence the dreumscribiog of their commerce, the impressment 
of their mariners, the insulting of their war ships, the in- 
triguing with their Indian allies, the Orders in Council of 
1807, and Henry's conspiracy, which capped the climax. 
But, vain are all the attempts of a narrow policy to check the 
growing energies of this young and ascending commonwealth. 
Of all countries beneath the sun, the United States are best 
calculated for the attainment of true empire — I mean political 
independence. The expansion of their territory, the variety 
of their climate, the encrease of manufactures, the encourage- 
ment of literature, the genius of their citizens, and the cha- 
racter of their government — all promise to render them, as a 
nation, the phoenix of this century at least. Hither the fugi- 
tive spirits of the Old World are still repairing in search of 
congeniality and repose; here the turbulent are rendered 
tractable, and the enthusiastic are satisfied ; the infidel is un- 
noticed; the fanatic is unknown ; and all, through a sort of 
magical influence, become amenable to laws, of which the 
operation is felt rather than beheld. 

Philadelphia is said to retain more of its primeval character 
than any other city of the Union ; and between it and New 
York an amicable rivalry exists, beneficial perhaps to both — 
the former, sedate and calculating, assumes the lead in litera- 
ture and morals ; while the latter, sprightly, dissipated, and 
hospitable, is superior in commerce, and supreme in fashion* 
New York may be styled " the city of the flames." A few 
weeks ago one entire block of a second-rate street was wholly 
consumed by fire ; and scarcely a night passes undisturbed 
by alarms from the same cause. Imagine the disagreeable 
sensation of being roused from feverish slumber by the peal- 
ing of beUs, the clattering of engines, the knockbgs and 
vociferations at each gate and door by the passing firemen, 
the scampering of eager multitudes — men, women, and chil- 
dren — all ranks, ages, and complexions, impatient to behold 
a spectacle which frequency cannot deprive of interest and 
excitement* Last evening, no fewer than five houses were 
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burned to the ground — three in Broadway; two in Hudson- 
street. "'Twas an awful sight," said one of our Dutch 
neighbours, as he detailed the catastrophe, '^ and a main 
ugly one for the owners, I guess ! but it could hardly be 
called a fire, a right-down fire! Had you seen our four 
York steeples, and half the masts in the harbour, flaming all 
at once, as I did some years a-gone, then, I guess, you might 
go to your prayers !" 

The friendly voice of B * resounds from below, in 

hasty enquiries for our despatches, which he has undertaken 
to deposit in the letter-bag of the Erin. We separated from 
that beautiful vessel in the Irish Sea, and preceded her arrival 
in New York just four-and-twenty hours. She then dis- 
charged a biped cargo of I know not kow many poor sons of 
St. Patrick ; and her returning freight includes the majority 
of those she brought out. Panic-struck at the ravages of 
disease and death amongst their late companions, these thrift- 
less people are anxious to return to the ills they know, rather 
than remain amongst those they dreamed not of. Some of 
them came hither without a guinea in their pocket, expecting 
to find the streets paved with dollars, and golden eagles 
appending to the trees. They are, of course, being sent 
home by subscription. 

B is the same sterling and peculiar being, on the banks 

of the Hudson, as on those of the Anna-Lifiey. Wherever 
known, he is respected ; wherever understood, he is loved. 
He usually visits us in the evening, when the fire-flies begin 
to sparkle in the lower air, and the river breeze sheds fresh- 
ness from its wings ; we sit beneath the high poplars that 
shade our dwelling ; sip the shrub of China in its unadulte- 
rated essence ; read a favourite author ; and talk of other 
times and distant scenes with something like complacency. 
But, I trespass on his patience ; and oh, that I could reward 
yours with a brighter meed than this sullied foolscap aflbrds ! 

• Note [C] . 
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Adieu, dear sir — I oonBign you to the Angel oC Peace ; and 
charge you to illustrate^ in my favour, that maiim of La 
Rochefacanlt, which atones for half his spleei»-^< Absence, 
though it weakens the minor affections, confirms and 
strengthens the nobler onesi-^as the wind, which extin- 
guishes a taper, serves but to extend a conflagration." 



To IJrania. 

Greenwich: Novem. 8, 1811. 

Your pacquet, my dear Friend, reached its destination 
sooner than could have been expected from the late adverse 
winds. It found us shuddering over a fire composed of 
hickory and oak — large enough to roast a buffalo, and piled 
horizontally on and-irons, in a large open space, resembling 
the ample hearth of an ancient hall ! 

Tour comments on my letter of July bear witness to the 
indulgent spirit in which it was read — I subsequently wrote 
to you by the '' General Hamilton," \ik Liverpool ; yet, as 
the British packet is expected to touch here in a few days, 
I cannot deny myself the pleasure of preparing for her a 
writing despatch. 

During the past month of October, this house was trans- 
formed into the temple of Dulness. B went to New 

Orleans, there to pass the cold season ; and '' Citizen" D * 

made a progress into Virginia, for the purpose of recon- 
noitering his domains on the Mononghahela. From New 
York to Trenton he travelled in the steam-boat with General 
Moreau ;! whom he describes as affable, though grave ; and 
wholly free from the pedantry of professional pre-eminence. 
A pedant cannot fail to be an egotist ; but that illustrious 
republican never takes the van in conversation — satisfied to 

• Note [D.] 
t[The Victor of Hohenlinden. Soon after the incident here men- 
tioned, hearing of the ruin of Napoleon's Grand Army in their retreat 
from Moscow Morean returned to Europe; joined the Allied forces 
against tiie Emperor ; and was MUed in the great battle of Leipsic] 
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rest ** beneath the shadow of a mighty name !" Madame 
Moreau is a pretty woman, and a belle-esprit. She is con- 
sidered a leader oi the Delel* ; and her weekly soiree is 
the most fashionable in New York. 

You are aware that the vicinity of Pittsbcurg is the des- 
tined place of our establishment. The road to it from 
Trenton leads through Philadelphia, Lancaster, Harrisburg, 
Carlisle, Chambersburg, and Bedford. Place before you that 
large map of the States, over which we have often poured 
together : you will there find each of these towns, marked, I 
think, in the order above indicated. Lancaster is large, and 
flourishing-^seated in a country so nearly resembling Eng- 
land, that an English traveller there fancies himself at home. 
Flocks and herds, pleasant villages, rich plantations, fre- 
quent streams, green meadows ; every ecmcomitant of political 
liberty and pastoral wealth ; seems to abound in that favoured 
district. Harrisburg, in consequence of its central position, 
is the intended seat of Government for the State of Pennsyl- 
rania. Carlisle, the quondam abode of I ■ , includes a 
numerous and healthy population ; a court-house, a jail, and 
a College ; which last contains a very respectable library. 
Bedford occupies a romantic site amongst the hills and high 
woods that mark the eastern ascent of the Alleghaney chain. 
It is celebrated for its medicinal springs, imbrued with sulphur 
and magnesia; and for its contiguity to the scene of the 
*• hot- water war." The great back-bone of North America 
does not rise to a height proportioned to its extended base ; 
but it affords a mighty partition between the Eastern and 
Western States, and commands a magnificent perspective 
over both. Descending westward, the Laurel Hill presents 
its deep and dangerous acclivities — its romantic solitudes; 
its awful silence, unbroken save at intervals by the notes of 
a few forest birds and by the rushing of the torrents. Be- 
neath the Laurel Hill (so called from its redundant clothing 

* This word is qmte indistinct in the MS. Perhaps it was Dilettanti, — 
Ep. 
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of the Calmia Latifolia) the Chestnut ridge descends. Beyond 
it, still westward, is Greensborg, in the neighbourhood of 
" Braddock's Field " — \i hich said scene of British disaster, is 
still strewn with the bones of the dead. 

Pittsburg (the destined scene of our eventual location) is 
already become a Western emporium. Seated on the con- 
fluence of two nayigable rivers,* and abundantly supplied with 
coal from the adjacent hills, it affords no ordinary facilities 
for trade and manufactures. Glass-works, cotton and wire 
works, steam-mills and falling mills, are in constant opera- 
tion ; and the export trade is now rendered more brisk than 
ever, by the recent establishment of steam-boats, to that grave 
of health and morals, New Orleans. 

Not many miles from Pittsburg, is the singular settlement 
of Harmony. In 1804, about 150 families, dissatisfied with 
the Consistory at Wurtemburg, emigrated under an enthu- 
siast; and found, in a trans-atlantic wild, independence and 
toleration. Governed by the apostolic principle (as they 
supposed) of a community of goods, the society purchased a 
tract sufficient for the purposes of health and convenience :— » 
a town was laid out ; farms were enclosed ; sheep-walks were 
indicated ; a botanical garden was arranged ; and piety, pros- 
perity, and peace, have hitherto attended the followers of the 
ardent and patriarchal Rapp. 

Nature has been bountiful to the Western States ; and 
blessed them with a salubrious climate, a fertile soil, navi- 
gable rivers, useful minerals, and trees of esculent produce — 
the sugar-maple, the bread-tree, the walnut, the wild grape ; 
— and on the banks of the Ohio and its tributaries, the vine 
and the olive are found to flourish; introduced there by 
successive colonies from Switzerland and France. 

And now, Urania, pray pardon the egotism which marks 
this dull epistle — for egotism it surely is, to speak or write, 
if not of one's self, yet of one's own ! — and tell me, beloved 

'*' The Alleghaney and Mononghahela ; whose jonction forms the 
Ohio.— Ed. 
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friend, did the 21st of September recal to your remembraDce 
the same day of the year 1807) so delightfully passed by us 
at Hawkestone ? To my mind's eye, the pleasant time, and 
place, returned with accurate fidelity — Park and mansion ; 
grove and grotto ; lawn and wilderness ! — the murmur of 
sparkling waters ; the glow of autumnal woods ! — the figures 
of my friends enlivening all, by all enlivened ! — I love these 
rallying-points of memory — they enliven the fancy; and 
soften, without subduing the heart. 

And, I pray you to charge your letters with inaccuracy 
and verboseness. Should you continue fastidious, I must be- 
come critical ; and, on taking pen in hand, must weigh every 
word and sentence in the balance of syntactical precision. 
Your*s from London was nothing less than delightful. 
Soothed, and satisfied, by your wish that I could have shared 
your pleasures, I read, and re-read, their detail with a double 
zest. How animated are your sketches of West, and Mrs. 
Barbauld ! The latter name associates with my earliest re- 
collections. *^ Little Charles" was my first essay in reading ; 
and the fable of *' Chanticleer,'' my earliest lesson in poetical 
justice! 

Present to Mr, W * my liveliest wishes for his health 

and well-being; and accept the same in their warmest glow 
from your . 



To Mentor. 

Greenwich, 31st Decern: 1811. 

^^ As cool waters to a thirsty palate, so are good tidings 
from a far country" — so was your letter of October, for 
which accept, my dear Sir, the acknowledgements of a grate- 
ful spirit ! Your communications, and, more than these, your 
friendly counsels, are now more than ever welcome; for 



♦ [Urania's father ; P. H. Witton, Esq., of Rose Mount, Edgebaston, 
a highly esteemed and most respectable gentleman.] 
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absence gires doable weight to ftdmonition ; and thro' the 
softening medium of distance, the monition is contemplated 
with encreased regard. 

Apollo firom a firozen ink-stand flies — ^henoe, not a raj 
illaminates my page. Despite the expected inflaence of the 
comet in mitigating its wonted rigour. Winter has set in 
with a severity in utter discordance with the feelings of 
foreigners. This month commenced in chill, and gloom : — 
on the 13th, a snow-storm, such as I bad never before Irit- 
neseed, gave a foretaste of what is now being realized. The 
24th was marked by qaite a sammer glow — ^fires were dis- 
missed— -and through open casements a pleasant breeze ad- 
mitted — when lo, the following day saw the trees enwreathed 
with icicles, the road impassable for wheeled carriages ; and 
yoor friends in Greenwich hewing their loaf with an axe, and 
thawing their Christmas viands in spring water ! 

I proceed with r^et to notice your enquiries respecting 
our fellow-passrager, young W ■, in whose fate your 
charitable interest may henceforth cease. That unfortmiate 
youth was amongst the sufferers who perished in the late 
conflagration at Richmond. Unwilling and unprepared, in 
the hour of levity, and from the jeers of dissipation, he was 
summoned to the awful presence of his judge. A catastrophe 
which immersed a large district in tears, and plunged the 
whole Union in dismay, commenced in the Theatre, during 
the representation of a favourite piece. The scenery taking 
fire from causes yet unknown, was swiftly consumed; and 
immediately followed by the wooden edifice itself, which, at 
the opening of this real tragedy, enclosed all that was love- 
liest, wealthiest, ai^d most accomplished, in Richmond and 
its vicinity. The number of lives actually lost in the flames 
has been variously estimated, from one hundred and fifty to 
two hundred. One common sepulchre received the undis- 
tinguishable remains — one mighty sound of general lamen- 
tation announced the awful obsequies ! 

Our letters of introductipn to your talented friends, J 
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and E * have been duly honoured. The former is here 

considered rather an eloquent declaimer than a profound 
opinion — ^his is the rush, and foam, and sparkle, of the rapid 
Susquehanna ; while the Ciceronian tact of his compatriot, 
may be typified by the bright, profound, and tranquil current 

of the Ohio. At S house, one is sure to find a coalition 

of wit, music, and democracy : — the circle of which E— - is 
tb6 centre includes the loves and graces, and seems the very 
home of domestic enjoyment. 

Notwithstanding the sensation which immediately suc- 
ceeded the burning of Bichmond Theatre, that of New York 
is nightly crowded by the admirers of Cooke. Private par- 
ties are said to languish, owing to the stormy aspect of the 
times ; and many heads of families are stated to be con- 
centrating their property, transmuting it into dollars ; and 
meditating a retreat beyond the mountains. We live com- 
pletely in the shade, as best beseems our taste, and our 
finance ; and, by means of an agreeable alternation of em- 
ployment ; occasionally varied by the receiving and returning 
of friendly morning visits, we bid defiance to eonui. The 
plaees of public resort are here few ; and, except to such as 
have not visited the Old World, these few are unattractive. 
A few days since, I sauntered into the Museum — which is 
modestly admitted to be in a state of infancy. Its aviary 
of preserved birds is very fine indeed, and its exhibition of 
waxworks equally ludicrous and unique. Amongst these, 
Lambert the Great first presents his formidable rotundity ; — 
a Turk, and an Islander of the Southern Ocean, are next 
beheld in suitable costume and friendly approximation ; — the 
genius of Liberty then presents herself, arrayed in a round 
cap and flowered neglig^ ; — and, en suite, succeed the Pro- 
phet Samuel, in a full-bottomed wig and scarlet galligaskins, 
with a Creole Witch of Endor in a French coif and an ample 
Dutch petticoat. An upper story of the Custom-house is 

[* Thomas Addis Emmett] 
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devoted to the Arts. There is thriftly cradled an embryo 
Academy, including a few copies firom the Masters — some 
folios of good engravings ; and a congregation of mutilated 
casts from the antique ; amidst which, our virtuosi discern 
the contracted proportions of the Famesian Hercules and the 
Yenus di Medici. 

The churches of New York are numerous, respectable, and 
well served. Here is no predominating sect, no secular 
ascendancy, no invidious prostration of things spiritual to 
things temporal. The bearer of these pages will also present 
to you an Episcopalian Prayer-book, so modified from that 
of the Anglican Church, as will satisfy even your non-con- 
forming judgment. The modification, however just and 
necessary, was not efiected without considerable conflict. 
Eeligious innovation is always appalling to the crowd, who, 
in a change of the letter, apprehend an evaporation of the 
spirit : yet, in my humble judgment, the composition of their 
Episcopalian Liturgy is creditable to the faith, and the dis- 
cernment of those who, through evil and good report^ per- 
severed in its purification. 

The month of October did not fail to remind me of that 
same season in the year, Eight, during which I accompanied 
my own friend and my father's friend, in a delightful pro- 
gress through North Wales ! — no, my dear Sir I every hour 
to which, both there and elsewhere, your society has given 
value, comes on my faithful memory in light and warmth ! 
How transitory, how mutable, is man ! — the valleys will ex- 
pand, the mountains will shelter them ; — the dividing waters 
will flow, the rich woods will wave to the early and the later 
breeze ; when you and I shall be no more : — when the dust 
shall have returned to dust, as it was ; and the spirit shall 
have re-ascended to its immaterial, ever-living Fountain ! 

As Death is the only inalienable heritage of man beneath 
the skies, so the most profitable exercise of wisdom consists 
in a calm and regular preparation for it. This moral activity 
banishes fear, and elevates hope : it brightens that perspec- 
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tive which terminates in the grave ; and stamps with their 
true value those garments of mortality, which unfit the wearer 
for the presence of the most High. Receive my affectionate 
adieux; and remember with all your accustomed kindness 
your obliged . 



To Julius Florus.* 

Greenwich, 8th Feb : 1812. 

I beg you will receive, with the accompanying volumes, 
my best acknowledgements for the pleasure afforded by their 
perusal. A lover of contrasts — I might say, extremes — the 
contemplation of Klopstock and Schiller in their respective 
works, could not fail to interest a mind like mine. I read 
the Messiah as I do the Paradise Lost, with admiration cer- 
tainly, untinctured by a particle of that enthusiasm which 
brightens around Homer, even through the haze of a trans- 
lation ; — ^but, an interest intense, a delightful horror, are 
awakened by the heroics of Schiller ! — His Robber is pour- 
trayed by a master's hand ; — yet, that is a Satanic art, which 
invests the deepest crime with the most sublime sentimental* 
ism, and clothes depravity, in both sexes, with a sunbeam. 

With your favourites of the German School, I send the 
Abb^ de Lille ; a Poet, though a Frenchman ; who succeeds 
beyond any other of his nation in giving elasticity to the 
Gallic muse. Yilliers I cannot yet dismiss. His Essay on 
the effects of the Reformation, is a shining gem of liberality : 
and well deserves the meed of merit adjudged to it by the 
National Institute of France. 

You desire to be made acquainted with my reasons for not 
joining in that discussion on the Crusades, which animated 
our last soiree in Cedar-street. Have you yet to learn, my 
good Sir, that averseness from notoriety, which arises partly 

[* An American gentleman : amiable, intelligent, and of highly cnlti- 
Taied mind.] 
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from constitutional indolence ; and partly, I siupect^ from a 
conscioiis inability to shine ! Had I spoken on the subject at 
all, it mnst have been with characteristic tenacity; and a 
dbronological acomen, unpossessed, or at least unpractised, 
by the leaders of the dispute. 

Now, for your individual satisfaction, and my own amuse- 
ment, I shall sketch on this fair page an outline, in succeed- 
ing order, of the five Crusades. I am enabled to do so lij 
ref&penceB yet within my reach, aided by a recollection of 
those now beyond it* 

The prostrate situation of Palestine, and the profanation of 
the Holy City by the Saracens, involved all Christendom in 
the deepest regret. At the Council of Clermont held in 
1095, the theme was discussed, and a Crusade enjoined by 
Peter the Hermit, who had witnessed, and personally expe- 
rienced, the sufferings undergone by Christians in their pil- 
grimages to Jerusalem* Princes of the first, and nobles of 
the highest rank — Commanders of approved valour — ^knights, 
gentlemen, and vassals— immediately assumed the Cross; 
and, led by Godfrey of Bouillon, effected the rescue of the 
Holy Sepulchre, in July, 1099 ; after a sanguinary seige of 
the City during forty days, Godfrey, by general suffrage, 
was elected Eang of Jerusalem ; but, consistently with his 
modest and magnanimous temperament, he preferred, and 
assumed, the title of Baron and Defender of the Holy Sepul- 
chre. Thus terminated the first and most interesting of these 
chivalric exploits ; the origin of Indulgences ; and the theme 
of Tasso*s muse* 

The eloquence of St. Bernard, representing, at the Convo- 
cations of Chartres and Yezelai, the deplorable state of 
Christian affairs in Palestine, originated the second Crusade. 
It was undertaken in the year 1149 by Conrad, Emperor of 
Germany, and Louis-le-jeune, King of France ; and from its 
commencement to its close, was marked by disaster. Prodi- 
gious sacrifices of men and money were occasioned by the 
perfidy of the Greek Emperor, and that of Eleanor, the 
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French Queen. Louis, the victim of an abandoned wife^ 
returned to £urope without even seeing Jerusalem ; and 
Conrad reached that City as a private pilgrim — having lost 
his army through treachery — and narrowly escaped with life. 
Such was the abortive result of the second Crusade. 

The capture of Guy de Lusignan, married to the heiress 
of the throne of Jerusalem ; the re-occupation of that city by 
the Saracens, under Saladin ; and the rapid extension of the 
Mahomedan power; were so vehemently discussed, in an 
assembly at Gisors, by William, Arch-bishop of Tyre, that a 
third Crusade was unanimously determined on. Philip Au- 
gustus, of France, and Richard the First, of England, were 
appointed chiefs of the expedition — of which the lustre was 
enhanced by Frederic Barbarossa, Emperor of Germany; who 
however, died on the march, after bathing in the gelid waters 
of the Cydnus. Religion, and a community of interests, were 
insufficient to unite the surviving Monarchs in that cordial 
coalition which alone could ensure success. After the capture 
of Ptolemais, Philip returned, in disgust, to France ; and 
Richard, despite a series of victories — especially that splendid 
one at Ascalon, was unable to obtain more than a sight of 
Jerusalem, afforded by the walls of Nicopolis. The third 
Crusade was terminated by Richard and Saladin, who, mu- 
tually exhausted, concluded a truce for three years, three 
months, and three days I 

The death of Saladin, and the exhortations of Celestine the 
3d., caused again to be unfurled the banner of the Cross. 
Frederic of Austria led this fourth and unsuccessful Crusade ; 
which, in a few following years, was succeeded by a fifth, 
under the said Frederic, when Emperor of Germany — and 
Louis the 9th, King of France. The former perished at 
Tunis ; the latter at Damietta. About the same time, Con- 
stantinople was seized by the Latins; and, during her just 
prostration, was made to expiate the cruelty ever manifested 
by her Emperors towards the common cause ef Palestine and 
of Western Christendom. I have thus touched, in a very 



26 

general manner, the causes and proximate effects of the Cru- 
sades. They have been denounced as fanatical : they have 
been ridiculed as visionary ; yet their ultimate consequences 
have proved of permanent importance ; and are traceable in 
the customs^ commerce, and governments, of modern Europe. 
Farewell. 



To Urania. 

Greenwich, 10th of April, 1812. 

Pardon, dear Friend, a silence which, considering the tenor 
of your last, appears ungracious, if not unfeeling. Do not 
pour out the vial of your wrath on the distant, and the self- 
condemned ; but assuredly believe, that my warm interest in 
all your concerns remains unaltered, and is likely to remain 
so. 

I sincerely sympathize in your present feelings ; and duly 
appreciate that fervour of attachment which prompts you to 
associate me with your selected Friend. You have not yet 
to learn that unclouded joy is not the portion of mortality. 
My brightest days, at least, were always clouded ; — but, I 
expected too much ; — soaring too high in hope, and sinking 
as low in disappointment. Your firmer passions have hither- 
to maintained an equipoise ; and now, I trust they will bear 
you to the pure and tranquil regions of domestic bliss. In 
the surcharged atmosphere of sentimentalism and romance, 
the rational realities of life are sure to evaporate. The flick- 
ering flame of fancy, and the glaring torch of affection, should 
be represented as extinguished at the Hymeneal altar. 

The obligations imposed by matrimony, though equally 
binding on both sexes, are found to bear with the more sen- 
sible pressure upon ours. The duties of a Wife involve not 
only an unremitting exercise of the higher virtues — [they also 
make large and constant demands on the minor graces of 
good temper and good manners — endurance, and forbear- 
ance. Good temper is, indeed, the Sun of the social system ; 
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and, if not actually a virtue, yet gives to virtue itself much 
grace and influence. Ill-humour is a very Upas : — it throws 
a blighting shade over every object within its reach ; and 
withers in their bud the opening blossoms of Joy. 

America may be considered a school for Husbands. A 
radical union of interests, and an equal reciprocation of good 
offices, in this country, give strength and smoothness to the 
chains of Wedlock. If any peculiar privilege can be said to 
attach to either party, it is enjoyed by the Wife. The sale 
or alienation of property cannot be perfected without her 
consent, and signature ; and, so far as my sphere of obser- 
vation extends, her dominion over the purse, time, and 
attentions, of her husband, is sovereign and exclusive. 
Marriage transforms the gay and gadding Belle into a per- 
sonification of matronly graces ; and a climate so suddenly 
varying in extremes, elicits the most devoted exercises of 
maternal duty : — it affects the human plant through so many 
baleful mediums, that, to rear the latter from infancy to ado- 
lescence, is a task of anxious, too often unsuccessful toil. 

Winter has, at length, receded : — its snows and icicles ; 
its sleighs and frolics ; the majestic Hudson has broken his 
frozen fetters ; and now, bright, blue, and liquified, is crowded 
with sloops and barges ; and already shaded by his rich ex- 
foliating woods. This village of Greenwich is a perfect 
labyrinth of green lanes and devious woodpaths. A fortnight 
since, each tree and shrub seemed frost-bound ; yet now they 
are tinted with the tenderest verdure, or loaded with blossoms 
of which the refulgent colouring may be imitated but cannot 
be equalled by the pencil. Be thankful, Urania, for your 
larks and nightingales : — none such warble here ! The sea- 
son comes indeed, which will vocalize the groves, not with 
"wood-notes wild" and sweet — of turtle or blackbird — of 
linnet or of thrush ; but with the eternal chirpings of tree- 
toads and Eit-a-dids, joined in hateful chorus by the noctur- 
nal croakings of the bullfrog. 

Would I could send you even the poor offering of a\L 
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Epitbalemium ; but the miue Menis weary of her quondam 
▼otary : and were the troant here» I should now invoke her 
aid in forming a Lament for myself. The era approaches 
which is to transport my Lares beyond the mountains ; and 
as Oridy on the shores of the Euxine, immortalized his exile, 
so I, on those of the Ohio, would fain record my own. That 
is a sublime speculation which inculcates the re-union, in a 
higher sphere, of souls long separated in this :— that may be 
deemed a divine aphorism which teaches, that every country 
is a resting place to a quiet mind. To us, may the specula- 
tion be realized ! — by us, may the aphorism be fulfilled ! 

Amongst the concomitants of Winter, I have included 
^< Frolics"; a noun substantive, plural number, nominative 
case, with the transatlantic meaning of which you are proba- 
bly unacquainted. A genuine ^'Frolic'* consists of some 
ten or twenty sleighs, assorted with furs and footstoves, 
dames and gallants; each sleigh drawn by one or more 
horses, whose course along the moonlit snow is announced 
by a peal of bells attached to the harness. Each daring 
driver, dressed in Lapland fashion, seeks to outstrip his fel- 
lows, and the wind. Hence many a race has been won, and 
lost ; many an overturn has been achieved, between York 
and Haerlem — between the North and East Rivers. But, as 
taste refines, and luxury advances, so these primeval revels 
proportionably decline. They still obtain among the sove- 
reign People ; but a polite Aristocracy begins to contemplate 
with disrelish the former attractions of midnight firolics, 
country taverns, Dutch cookies, and milk punch. 

War is now, alas ! the absorbing theme of every circle. 
An immediate revocation of the Orders in Council might still, 
it is said, avert it; despite those old and still continued 
grievances, the assumed right of search, and the infringement 
of maritime jurisdiction. Oh that the British Cabinet would 
pause, and even concede a few points, before they again 
unleash the dogs of war, and re-open those wounds which 
thirty years of amity have little more than cicatrised ! 
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Does my Friend recollect that eveniDg on which I named 
her the Astronomic Mase ? The year was 1807 ; — the 
season, Aatumn ; — the scene, a certain garden, in Shrop- 
shire ; — aroand, the glimmering landscape soon faded into 
distance ; — above, the dark blue firmament was stadded with 
innamerable stars : we gazed on them together ; — you, with 
the scrutiny of Science ; I, with the enthusiasm of fancy : 
you pronounced their names, and traced their evolutions ; I 
combined their mythological and poetical associations, and 
beheld, in extatic vision, the sages and heroes whose studies 
and whose guides they had been. Four times since then, 
those glorious Orbs have made their annual circuit ; — four 
years since then, have cemented Urania's friendship and mine. 
May hers be that pole*star which ever points to virtue ! may 
it lead her and her future partner to peace here, and joy 
hereafter ! Farewell. 



To Mentor. 

Greenwich, July 12, 1812. 

Behold your little friend in a summer parlour, pervaded 
by darkness visible — ^blinds drawn — shutters closed — one 
casement open, through which the laggard air is cautiously 
admitted* Oh, for one British breeze with freshness on its 
wings, to fan and rarify this transatlantic sirocco ! Its do- 
minion obtains, at intervals, during the months of June, 
July, and August ; and, while it does so, even commerce 
seems to languish ; amusement is suspended ; appetite fails ; 
and the human form assumes an appearance truly spectral ! 

Tour's my dear Sir, bearing date the first of May, found 
us immersed in cares and sorrows. During five weeks from 
the 13th of April, our beloved " Citizen " was laid on the 
bed of disease ; and, though now in a state of bodily conva- 
lescence, his sensitive spirit still sufiers — still is prostrate. 
Our transmontane expedition is thus inevitably delayed ; nor. 
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according to present appearances, do I see a prospect of its 
ever taking place. The lightning bolt of War has fallen at 
length on this prosperous land ; and, long before these lines 
shall have met your eye, the actual commencement of hos- 
tilities — first realized by the pursuit and escape of the Bel- 
videre — will have been duly announced in the public 
despatches. 

A formal declaration of War against Great Britain was 
proclaimed in New York on the 10th ult. The event filled 
the Federalists with indignation ; — the Democrats with exul- 
tation. The English residents denounce ; — the French 
enjoy ; — and the Irish foment : — but all seem now unanimous 

in one opinion, namely, the unsuitableness of Mr. F for 

the tact of American diplomacy. The humane attentions of 

your friends, the Messieurs C ,* are amongst our greatest 

comforts : their sympathy is soothing — their services unremit- 
ting. On the 4th instant, I yielded to their instances of 
resigning for a few hours my office of nurse ; and from their 
house in Wall-street, I witnessed, in part, the 37th celebration 
of American Independence. Morning had been ushered in 
by the ringing of bells, the firing of cannon, hoisting of flags, 
and various other demonstrations of national joy. At noon, 
the principal streets were paraded by military corps, and the 
incorporated societies ; — by standard bearers, displaying ap- 
propriate emblems and patriotic mottoes ; — and, crowning 
all, by colossal portraits of the principal Revolutionary 
Heroes — Washington, Montgomery, Hamilton, and others. 
I bowed in spirit to the passing shade of Washington — 
whose pure, exalted, and unselfish Patriotism, can scarcely 
find a parallel in ancient or modern times. 

In this country, the month of May is one of general migra- 
tion ; and, before its close, the sultry cities are nearly emptied 
of the aristocratic portion of their inhabitants. The beautiful 
environs of New York are at this moment over-crowed with 

• Note [E.] 
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human butterflies ; and exhibit in their villas, villages^ and 
farms, a most exhilarating display of opulence, and taste. 
The Universe does not present a scene of richer luxuriance, 
of bolder outline, and finer finish, than that furnished by the 
banks of the majestic Hudson. Long Island has ever been 
celebrated for healthfulness and fertility ; and even Staten 
Island, rising abruptly from the water, has its own character- 
istic attractions — its woody summits, its flourishing farms and 
painted Dutch taverns. 

The citizens of inferior grade, condemned to a summer 
residence in town, are not therefore excluded from a large 
portion of suitable enjoyment. They pass the hours after 
8un-down in receiving or returning visits — ^sauntering through 
Vauxhall, or grouping on the Battery — which last afibrds a 
delightful promenade. There, under trees of grateful um- 
brage, and illumined by mingling moon and lamp light, the 
sovereign people seem particularly pleased to assemble : — 
there the substantial shop-keeper parades his wife and 
daughters, arrayed by *' Agra's silken loom ;'' — and there the 
sable coquet displays her gossamer garb and gorgeous orna- 
ments. 

In this focus of human varieties — I mean, the City of New 
York — a feeling of curiosity is still elicited by the occasional 
appearance of an aboriginal group. Such I had lately an 
opportunity of contemplating ; — but, to my own surprise, 
very little of interest attended the contemplation. These 
children of the Wilderness included a Chief, his son, and 
suite. They were en route from Washington, where, as 
plenipotentiaries from their brethren, the Ottawas, they had 
concluded a treaty of friendship and commerce with their 
friends the United States. Imbecility, ferocity, and cunning, 
distinguished the physiognomy of each ; and, stationed be- 
neath the porch of their hotel, they smoked at ease ; and gazed 
on the surrounding crowd with apathetic indifibrence. Their 
dress, though semi-barbarous, was picturesque : it consisted 
of a coarse blue frock, over which a scarlet mantle, or blanket. 
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not ineligantly hung: a beaver hat, adorned by coloured 
plumes and plates of metal, surmounted the half-shorn skull; 
while the feet ostentatiously displayed that triumph of Indian 
coxcombry, the mocassin, of mingled material and matchless 
workmanship. The amity, or even the neutrality, of the 
native tribes, is an object of considerable importance both to 
the American and the Canadian Governments; since their 
proximity to each, together with their topographical know- 
ledge, render them either troublesome enemies or useful 
allies. As a nation, the States profess themselves to be 
guiltless towards the Indians. ''That system," say they, 
'' which began in usurpation, and sought to finish in exter- 
mination, was a Colonial sin. Our policy has been, to civilize, 
to Christianize, and to conciliate I" 

With these hasty lines you will receive, my dear Sir, a 
folio of the Aurora — the Journal in most esteem of any in 
the Union. Here, every individual is a politician ; and in 
this Paradise of Women, the interests of their country are as 
freely, as fluently discussed, as those of housewifery, reli- 
gion, or the arts. You cannot imagine the insatiable thirst 
for news which prevails amongst us. Conversation is not 
prefaced by commentaries on the weather ; but, almost uni- 
versally, by the enquiry, " What arrivals to-day ? What 
intelligence from the Old World ?" 

Farewell, my valuable, and valued Friend ! and accept my 
reiterated acknowledgements for the favour of your con- 
tinued correspondence. To me it is peculiarly acceptable 
and advantageous ; acceptable, as a proof of your unabated 
esteem; and advantageous, as a means of correcting my 
many prejudices, and enlightening a judgment so tardy in 
its development as mine. With sentiments of affectionate 
respect, I subscribe myself your's . 
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To Julius Florus. 

Liverpool, 20 Oct. 1812. 

From England, this little centre of a mighty circle, I waft 
you my greetings and best wishes. With the cause of our 
return to Europe you are well acquainted ; and that will not 
be a frozen feeling with which you will learn that his home- 
ward voyage has realized to our invalid the sanguine expec* 
tations of his friends. 

You do not, you will not forget the morning of September 
23d ; nor, by us, can it cease to be remembered with poig- 
nant interest. The parting hour consecrates every object 
from which we are about to be removed. I gazed on all 
around with an eager and a tearful eye ; and, passing thro' 
the Narrows, forgot my quondam indignation at their batte- 
ries! — forgave even the capture of the Guerrifere!* The 
British packet, lying off Sandy Hook, hailed our white flag ; 
and, during the night, we passed through five English 
frigates ; and were completely launched on blue water. 

The progress of our beautiful and swift-sailing Cartel was 
redeemed from total sameness by one adventure only. While 
fishing ofi* the Banks on the morning of the 4th inst. a large 
vessel was descried bearing down with crowded sails, of 
which the glittering whiteness occasioned the unwelcome sur- 
mise of her being a French privateer. I marked from the 
stern of our vessel an object surprisingly fine— a ship in fuU 
sail— her yards nearly squared — her canvas spread without 
reserve to a favouring breeze — her keel, with unerring force, 
dividing the bright surface of the vast expanse ! She came 
alongside about 1 1 o'clock, and proved to be an American 
under French colours. Her commander, with three compa- 
nions, boarded us without ceremony, but also without rude- 
ness — and, after examining Captain Crocker's papers, did 
him the favour to accept some rations of beef and biscuit — 
fruit and brandy. They denounced their profession ; but, 

• Note [F.] 
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pleaded, for its adoptiooy the exigency of existiDg drcam- 
staDoes — oommoited on the sweeping soocesses of the Hornet 
and Wasp ; — and, after some farther oommoits on War-ships 
and Letters-of-Marqae, retnmed to their own dedu. Those 
decks presented an imposing spectacle: — so crowded with 
desperadoes, as to resemble the convex of a swarming Bee- 
liiye ; and flanked with ports and guns of frightful prox- 
imity.* 

Time passed on ship-board is little more than a blank: 
indeed the usual mode of its occupation amounts to some- 
thing very like a blot. Our mornings, weather permitting, 
were usually whiled away on deck; and the evenings be- 
guiled by chat, chess, and music. A crowded group, in- 
cluding forty-two passengers, could not fail to exhibit a 
considerable variety of subject, both for moral and personal 
portraiture ; and, were my ideas in a state of more composed 
arrangement, I might give value to these pages by some inte- 
resting, and not a few ludicrous delineations. 

Towards noon on the 14th, the high lands of Dungarvan 
were dimly descried ; and the evening of the 16th saw os in 
channel water, and introduced the pilot. That very import- 
ant person came fully freighted with Continental intelligence ; 
and, between every imperious command to " luff," or " tack,'' 
intruded an episode from the Peninsular campaign, or pro- 
nounced judgment on the conflagration of Moscow ! While 
riding at anchor off the Black Rock below Liverpool, a flock 
of harpies from the Custom-house came on board ; and pre- 
sented a very strong contrast to the same class of officials 
pertaining to the port we had left. They were brim full of 
the recent elections — and, simply, I suspect, because he 
proved successful, sang forth the praises of the liberal and 
accomplished Canning ! 

At the Star-and-Garter Hotel, in this great town, we are 
still detained ; and shall remain so until the wind sets fair 

• Note [G.] 
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for Ireland. On this side of the channel I should rejoice to 
pitch my tent ; for, to a lover of comfort and a worshipper 
of Freedom, ^* £ngland, with all its faults/' affords the most 
congenial home. But, I bow to Destiny; and rest on the 
conviction that **our very wishes give us not our wish." 
Towards the land of my maternal ancestors — the land, not of 
my birth, but of my choice, — I cannot hope to inspire you 
with a corresponding sentiment : — ^but, I would willingly 
engage your friendly feeling in behalf of this nursing-mother 
of your country — her, from whom that aspiring country de- 
rives her language, her institutions, and her ardent love of 
Liberty ! Britons and Americans are natural relatives, and 
ought to be political friends. Their interests do not, in point 
of fact, interfere, — their wide separation removes that invi- 
dious cause of national discord, geographical proximity ; — 
and their tastes, habits, and prejudices are, by common in- 
heritance, the same* The well-wishers of each, invoke a 
termination of their unseemly strife ; and every impartial 
observer is aware that its continuance must injure both. 

I shall now bid my kind and quondam Cicerone a long, 
a last farewell! Present me, I pray you, to our friend, 
Stella ; with assurances of my unchanging esteem ; and con- 
gratulate her, in my name, on her approaching visit to Boston. 
Her democratic enthusiasm invests with peculiar interest that 
city and its vicinage. She has long desired to muse amid 
the lines of Bunker's Hill, and to pour libations on the pillar 
of Warren ! 

And you, perchance, are now at Wyoming : such at least 
was your intention, when the sun, shorn of his fiery beams, 
should gild the Indian Summer. It is a scene '^ to song and 
sorrow dear ;" and callous, indeed, must be that bosom whic^ 
sighs not at the tomb of Gertrude ! 

I shall transmit these lines by your fellow- student, who, 
but a few days since, returned from Edinburgh, and has en- 
gaged his passage to the States in the "Tontine" Cartel. 
Our rencontre was accidental ; and to us has proved ex- 
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tremely agreeable. Under his conyoy^ we have visited many 
of the Liverpool lions; and to his animated details, we owe 
at improved acquaintance with the Scottish capital. 

My parting words on the 23rd September, I here take the 
kberty to repeat — " Beware Platonics " (commonly though 
drroneoosly so called) — '* beware Phrenology :" — the latter is 
the mania of the time ; and appears to me but a physical 
Fatalism — subversive of good morals ; and a master-weapon 
in the hand of Materialism. 

Accept my best wishes for your best interests — peace here} 
and joy hereafter. What can be desired more ? 
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FART II. 

iw mosdif penned d ting the freshness and fervour of youth. 



ON LKAYING SCHOOL.* 

Farewell, Sabrina's banks — Salopian groves. 

Soft sunny bills and verdant vales — adieu ! 
Scenes of secliision, which the poet loves ; 

A portion » f my heart I leave with you. 
Oh, the fond feeling — the intense desire, 

Perceptior.:, bright of Purity and Truth — 
Which Nat4re*s works in all their forms inspire 

In souls itill buoyant with impassioned youth ! 



AN INVOCATION. (Oct., 1809.) 

Ye Powers . who make my destiny your care, 
Direct ea(h impulse of this wayward heart ; 
With wisdom guard each vulnerable part. 

Nor let the ptssions find admission there. 

2. 

Enlarge and recify my mental sight ; 
Aid my aspiriig faculties to soar 
In search of Truth — to worship and adore, 

While contemplating her celestial light I 

[At Wem, in Shropshire, where my sister had been placed^nnder 
care of an accomplished and admirable instructress, Miss Hincks, 
r (or aunt, I forget whi(h) of the late Dr. Hincks — some time Fellow 
rinity College, Dublin— and justly famed as a great oriental scholar.] 
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3. 

And, as I tread the maze of life uneven, 
Illume my path with Friendship's holy flame ! 
Preserve from blemish my unspotted name. 

Nor let me fear to meet the tye of Heaven. 

4. 

So, Death shall come, diveste^ of its gloom; 

And Faith and Hope receive my latest sighs ; 

So, pure Affection's hand shall close my eyes. 
And her warm tears bedew my lowly tomb ! ! 



TO THE ovocA. (Feb. 8, 1810.) 

Stream of the Vale ! along thy t^rdant shore 

The contemplative muse no Icnger strays ; 
Thy gentle course, thy sheltering hills, no more 

Delight her eyes, or animate h^ lays. 
No longer, from the bright and mossy turf 

That crowns thy borders, she beholds the sun 
Illume, with setting rays, thine azure surf. 

Or thro' thy waves pursues the rising moon— 
And yet, where e'er by joy or sorrqir borne. 

Where e'er she strikes the harp'^tesponding strings. 
While memory holds, thy scenes w oft return. 

Though recollection every fibrftrrings — 
'Till, as thou minglest with the ^an wave, 
Her dust shall mingle with its tfndred grave ! 

TO MY NATIVE Lip^D. 

Dear native land ! though, to w eyes, no more 
Appear thy wooded bills, thy pnerald shore ; 
That shore, those woods and mountain glooms. 
The dwellings of my friends, ny fathers' tombs — 
By faithful memory shall be cherished long ; 
And often shall inspire the mule's song. 

f 
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2. 

Dear native land I where first the solar light 

And solid earth were given to my sight ; 

Where first, upon my ardent youth 

Shone Reason's star, and dawned the sun of Truth ; 

By time and space however far removed. 

Thy dear remembrance shall be ever loved ! 

3. 

Though from the grasp of vision may depart 
Objects that cheer the eye, and warm the heart ; 
Yet, hope and fancy, whose control 
Extends from sea to sky — from pole to pole — 
Yes! hope and fancy, from a foreign strand. 
Shall still return to thee, my native land ! 

June, 1811. 



SPONTANEOUS LINES, ON THE DEATH OF RICARDO 

V , ESQ. 

For laurels, won by deeds of arms, 

The brave Ricardo burned ; 
And, to Iberia's tented plains 

He went — but ne'er returned ! 

2. 

On Albuera's fatal field 

The hero fought and fell ; 
Securing, by a glorious death, 

A fame he loved too well ! 

3. 

By foreign, yet by friendly hands 

His grave is often dressed — 
Nor sounds of peace, nor clash of arms, 

Can break his lowly rest ! 
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4. 

A spotless name — a nation's praise. 

His memory still attend ; 
And mingle pleasure with the tears 

Of each surviying friend ! 

1812. 

The early death of R. Y. was attended by circumstances of 
peculiar interest. M. A. D. 



RESTORATION TO HEALTH AND HOME. 

Thy power, benignant Father, and thy love. 

With pious rapture teach me to adore ! 

Assist me on unruffled wings to soar. 
And fix, at length, my wandering thoughts above — 

Beyond the cares of this sublunar scene, 

Where long a pensive pilgrim I have been. 
Restored to health and to my native land ; 
To both restored by Thy paternal hand ! 
No more to earth my grovelling thoughts confine : 

Etherialize each vain desire, 

With that celestial, purifying fire 
Which makes the lowly creature thine ! 
Shew me the light of truth — nor that alone ; 
Difiiise it o'er my mind ; and make that mind her throne. 

December, 1812. [On our return from America,] 



TO URANIA. 



Farewell, my friend ! that sacred name 
Lights in my breast a lambent flame 

And crowns its best desires ; 
The choicest boon that Heaven bestows. 
That boon is mine — a heart that glows 
With Friendship's holy fires ! 
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2. 

I will not say in doubting phrase, 
" Remember those delightful days 

To peaceful pleasures given :" — 
Suspicion never dwelt with faith ; 
Doubt is affection's lingering death ; 

But confidence its heaven ! 

3. 

Again, farewell ! I know thy love 
Will neither cold nor changing prove 

While virtue bids it bloom : 
'Twill soothe my bosom's wayward strife ; 
Smile on my stormy noon of life ; 

And weep upon my tomb. 

October, 1813. 

In a retired village of Shropshire, and in the month of 
September, 1806, 1 became acquainted with Urania. 

[That friendship continued, uninterruptedly, and with ever- 
increasing a£Pection, to the death of Urania — Mrs. Tyndall — 
a lady most highly esteemed by all who had the privilege of 
her acquaintance.] 



FORGET MB NOT. To. P. H. W.* 

I once believed — and I believe it yet— 

Tou could not learn the lesson to forget — 

The rose may bloom ; the violet exhale 

It's latent sweets beneath the lily pale ; 

But, rose, and violet, and lily too. 

Sweet to the scent and lovely to the view. 

Must yield in value to that verdant spot 

Where, clustering, grows the dear " Forget-me-not !" 

♦ fMr. Witton.] 
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EXPOSTULATION. 



When shall this poigDant sense of feeling cease ? 
When shall this wayward spirit be at peace ? 
Not while it lingers in it's dark sojourn ; 
Not 'till it ceases to rebel, and mourn ! 



Beyond the dim obscure of solar light 
My soul desires to wing her lofty flight : 
Longs to behold the springs of life and grace ; 
And view the King of Glory, face to face I 



Frail as I am, this blessing may be mine, 
Secured by promise and a grant divine ! 
Then let me humbly kiss the chastening rod. 
Extended by a Just and Holy God I 

I8I7. — These lines indicate a gleaming of that glorious 
lights which^ in 1818, more fully filled my awakening spirit. 
Affliction is often a sublime instructor. 



TO A NEAR AND DEAR ONE ! 

Not all the bright blue waves that roll 

Between thy resting-place and me, 
Can blot thy memory from my soul. 

Or chill the ardent prayer for thee ! 
Nor years of absence can untwine 

The bands that bind thee to my heart ; 
Nor freezing pole, nor burning line. 

Can make thy image thence depart! 



43 

2. 

Thy voice no more my ear may fill ; 

These eyes no more on thine may rest; 
And I have learned to bend my will 

To all that is — and deem it best. 
And^ far beyond this vale of tears, 

I scan the bright, the blissful shore, 
"Where, free from earthly hopes and fears, 

United souls shall part no more ! I 



LINES, SUGGESTED BY THE PREVAIiENCE OF TYPHUS FEVER 

IN IRELAND. 

Land of my Fathers ! Island of my birth. 
Seat of the Zephyrs ; emerald of the earth ! 
How these eyes weep, this bosom heaves, for thee ! 
How this heart mourns thy deep calamity ! 

2. 

Land of the warmest souls, the mildest sun. 
By war and plague alternately undone ! 
When shall thy days of peace and health return 7 
When shall thy suffering children cease to mourn ? 

4. 

Green, streamy Land-— nurse of the fair and brave — 
Alas, that thou shouldst now become their grave ! 
Until from strife and pestilence set free, 
These eyes must weep, this bosom heave, for thee ! 

Brighton, 1817. 



That Faith, and Hope, and Love, be mine. 
By which the saints in glory shine ! 
A power replete with life they form ; 
And mould an Angel from a worm ! 
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A GLIMPSE OF HEAVEN. 

Amongst the everlasting hills. 
With glory crowned, and light. 

The ransomed flocks of Israel feed 
In their great Shepherd's sight. 

2. 

Blessed in His presence — greatly blessed 

With His divine regard — 
Their souls have found the promised rest ; 

Their Faith, its bright reward ! 

3. 

Back, on the thorny Wilderness, 
Their looks no more are thrown : 

Their forward vision now extends 
To scenes of peace alone : — 

4. 

Scenes of repose ; celestial fields 

Where living fountains flow ; 
Where blooms that tree, whose healing leaves 

The wounded nations know. 

5- 

And more than these, divinely bright 

The high, the blest abode 
Of Him who sits upon the throne ; 

The One Eternal God ! 

6. 

Myriads of cherubim are seen 

That radiant Throne around ; 
Myriads of seraphim are heard 

Their golden harps to sound. 



.1818. 
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7. 

They laud His name who formed the Earth, 

And spread the starry skies ; 
They chaunt His praise who died for man^ 

A spotless sacrifice I 

8. 

Ten thousand times ten thousand saints 

Repeat the lofty song ;-— 
And white-robed sons of Righteousness 

The blissful notes prolong. 

9. 

But neither human tongue can tell» 

Nor human heart conceive. 
The blessings in reserve for those 

Who faithfully believe !— 

10. 

Believe the promises, by Grace 

And outraged Mercy given ; 
And humbly follow Him, whose Name 

Unbars the gates of Heaven 1 



I do not ask for wealth, or fame ; 

For aught that Time or Death remove ; 
I ask but this— that I may claim 

An interest in Thy saving Love ! ! 



^'OOMINE, PROBASTI.'* — Ps« CZXXix. 

How blessed, my God ! how greatly blessed. 
The soul from doubt and passion free ; 

Which, whether active or at rest. 
Refers each care, each wish, to Thee ! 
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2. 

The 6)^68 may weep-*the heart may moam— 
The lot is sach, to mortab given ; 

But, still, the steadfast soul can turn 
From self to Thee— from earth to Heaven ! 

3. 

How oft my ardent spirit tries 
To trace the paths by Angels trod ! 

How oft it communes with the skies. 
Is only known to Thee^ my God ! 

4. 

Known unto Thee is every thought ; 

Each contrite tear is marked by Thee : 
And, while sincerely, humbly sought. 

Thy face will not be hid from me. 

5. 

Be still my Father—still the same — 

Less prompt to punish than forgive ; 

I plead, in the unspotted Name 

Of Him who died that I might live. 
1818. 



THE D£ATH OF A YOUNG CONVERT. 

I closed her eyes — ^received her latest breath — 
And saw, imprest, the signet stamp of death : 
Like some pale cloud of summer's early day. 
She rose in light, and faded fast away. 

2. 

As on the brink of Jordan's waves she stood. 
And, wistful, gazed upon the awful flood ; 
" Dear Lord !" she said, " my parting soul receive ! 
By Thee redeemed, with Thee it longs to live !" 
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Divine compassion heard the prayer of Faith ; 
And gently calmed the troubled stream of death ; 
Illumed with rays of hope the gloomy strand, 
And led the pilgrim to the promised land ! ! 

The subject of the above lines departed in evangelic peace, 
Nov. 26, 1818, [Our dear sister Jane.] 



UNMERITED MERCIES. 

I thank Thee, Father, Lord of earth and Heaven, 
For all Thy bounties to a sinner given : 
For healthy and peace, to crown my circling hours ; 
For all my mental and material powers I 

2. 

Lord ! what am I, that, on this guilty head. 
Such boundless blessings should be freely shed 7 
A child of wrath — a heritor of sin— 
" Without, all fightings, and all fears within !" 

S. 

Yet Thy compassions fail not. Every day 
And every hour Thy providence display : 
Where'er I wander, beams of mercy shine ; 
And still to seek, and still to save, are Thine. 

4. 

Aid me, my God ! each wondrous proof to trace 
Of human fraility and of heavenly grace : 
Be, still, my Guide, 'till Time and Death are past, 
And take me to Thy sacred Self at last. 

1819. 
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SACRED SORROW. 



My God and Father ! oh, forgive those tears, 
Tho' sadly, not repiniDgly, they fall — 
I would not now their buried cause recall. 

Not for the fairest hopes of brightest years ! 

And tho' this heart must mourn, these eyes must weep. 
For one so soon and silently removed^ 
So fondly loving, and so well beloved— 

My soul rejoices in her peaceful sleep I 
Pass some few years, and o'er each lowly grave 
The kindred earth shall rest — the cypress wave — 

And all that pleased, and all that pained, before. 

Shall please, and pain, and agitate, no more : 
My lovely lost one shall again be mine ; 
And both, my heavenly Father, shall be Thine ! 

March, 1819. 



u 



I RECEIVED THE CUP OF SALTATION, AND CALLED QN 

THE NAME OF THE LORD." 

I sought Him in His holy place. 

Nor sought Him there in vain : 
I met the Saviour, face to face. 

And felt His love again :— t 

2. 

Again, my heart and flesh revived, 

From recent anguish free ; 
I knew the dear Redeemer lived-—* 

And that He lived for me. 

3. 
For me He ever lives, to make 

The interceding prayer — 
When shall my grateful spirit wake 

The purchased Peace to share f 



/ 
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4. 

When^ from its prison-bouse of clay^ 
Shall mind, unfettered, soar ? 

Trace, upward, the etherial way, 
And turn to earth no more ? 



MY SUN IS SET, 

To-day completes another stage 

In my appointed pilgrimage : 

My lonely course will soon be run ; 

The goal of rest will soon be won ; 

A few short stages more, and then 

Farewell the dark abodes of men 1 

The Spirit and the Bride say, *^ Come " ; 

And point to an Eternal home. 

2. 

The cloudy mom—the stormy day- 
Then, sins and sorrows pass away. 
My sun is set — and sombre even 
O'ershadea the shortening path to Heaven ! 
My sun is set— again to rise 
On calmer scenes, in purer skies ;-— 
A glorious beam* reflected bright 
From Judah's star of living light. 

Written on my Anniversary, during a dangerous illness. 
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PAET III. 

[Notes mostly written during various visits with friends in 
England. Some leaves are evidently wanting in the MSS., 
at the commencement.] 



Something whispers at my heart, that trial still awaits it ; 
and nature shrinks and shudders at the harrowing sugges- 
tion. Ideal and indefinite evils becloud and bewilder. They 
corrode the temper, obscure the faculties, and paralyze the 
power of resistance. If misfortune be indeed appointed, let 
it be that which, under a specific character, invigorates and 
exalts : to meet which the soul goes straigbtly and steadily 
forward, arrayed in the panoply of virtue, and attended by 
all her energies. 1812. 

The characteristics of Hagley** are, richness and repose. 
That want of boldness which its grounds evince, is in some 
degree indemnifiM by a velvet smoothness, bright verdure, 
and graceful undulations. Trees of the largest growth and 
finest foliage are condensed in woods, or disposed in groves, 
or singly sprinkled on the level turf; between their boles, 
the deer are seen in animated groups ; and through many a 
vista are discerned, seat, temple, obelisk, and close alcove. 
In a shaded comer of the park, enclosed by its lonely ceme- 
tery, the Parish Church presents its rude but venerable pro- 
portions. There '' Lucy's " ashes are deposited ; and there 
conviction muses on human inconsistency, and the evanes- 
cence of conjugal grief If 



[» The seat of Lord Lyttleton.] f Note [H] . 
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Seated amongst the hills, and screened from the outer 

world, the village of CI * exhibits a model of primeval 

times. Above it stands the Gothic church, with modest belfry 
and massive porches ; and all beneath seems ** redolent of 
peace." I lingered in a spot so lone and lovely, 'till deepen- 
ing twilight half obscured the landscape ; dark mists were 
floating on the adjacent ridge ; and Malvern's distant tops 
were mingling with the clouds. Sep. 4^ 1813. 



It is a duty incumbent on youth and vigour, to lay up, as 
materials present themselves, a treasure of useful and agree- 
able reminiscence : to realise impressions which must other- 
wise evaporate ; and embody scenes which are not likely to 
be re-visited. Thus a fund is formed, on which age and 
imbecility may draw, when the mind is unable to project, and 
the body to execute ; and when the retrospections of Time 
are nearest in delight to the anticipations of Eternity, 



Every successful struggle we are enabled to make against 
its evil tendencies, invigorates while it humbles the mind ; the 
necessity of such a£Pords a specific against pride, and the 
capability of making them furnishes a prevention to despair ! 



Accompanied by one whose taste is only equalled by his 
philanthropy, I found myself, on the 14th of September, 
1813, on the high road between Warwick and Kenilworth. 
Passing through Leamington, and leaving to the right, Lilling- 
ton embosomed in its tufted trees, we crossed the classic 
Avon; and up and down its stream beheld scenes of the 
richest inland character. The neat, sequestered village of 

[* The iiik here is so pale I can't make the word out.] 



52 

Kenilworth offers but few attractions to the impatient tra- 
veller ; but, beyond it, through scattered groves and broken 
arches, the ruins of the Castle bursting at once upon the 
view, presents a combination of interest and grandeur to 
which neither pen nor pencil can do justice.* On its date 
and history I make no comment. The former is credibly 
traced to the year 1120 ; the latter is more generally known 
than that of any other baronial edifice in England. 

The hours I passed within its precincts cannot soon^ if ever, 
be forgotten. As it stood against the evening sky, each out- 
line well defined — each forward mass yet reddened by the 
sun — that unchanged sun, which had seen its thousand revo- 
lutions — I gave a last, long look to stately Kenilworth. I 
shall view those battlements, I shall tread those courts, no 
more; but they will long remain, to admonish, and to 
delight — to give subject to the artist, and to the sage— when 
I shall cease to be I when the pulse of enthusiasm has ceased 
to beat, and these eyes have closed for ever on the visions of 
this lower world ! 



High above the town of Warwick, in which it stands, and 
the rich woods which improve its effect, the tower of St. 
Mary's ascends in all its graceful proportions and florid oma- 
mentings. Founded in the 17th year of Bichard the Second's 
reign, it was re-erected by the last Earl of the Beauchamp 
line; and completed, as it now stands, by the munifio^it 
piety of Queen Anne. 

Attached to the modern nave is a splendid chapel, once 
dedicated to the Virgin, and still abounding in exquisite speci- 
mens of stained glass, and antique sculptures. There the 
long glories of the Warwick line — Beauchamps, and Dudleys, 
and Grevilles — are registered in brass and marble ; and there 

[* The genius of Scott had not yet invested it with a ten-fold interest.] 
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the effigies of Eobert and Letitia his wife find a repose un- 
known to their originals. 

The twilight hour found us still beneath St. Mary's porch : 
its curfew chime, its solemn associations, the lesson it had 
afforded of mortal nothingness and earthly mutation; all 
pressed upon my thought in crowds of mingled emotion, and 
chained me to the scene for many minutes. As the ninth 
hour tolled we cleared the lower entrance into Warwick, and 
drove silently and rapidly to Knewlet. The beautiful effect — 
in softer tints or more vivid colouring — exhibited by a fine 
autumnal evening, respectively engaged my companion and 
myself. The imperfect shadows around us caught form and 
brightness from the rising stars ; and the sounds of human 
voices, and of day-light occupation, were nearly hushed. It 
was a calm, a hallowed interval — one which memory will long 
consecrate, and crown by her happiest associations ! 



DEAN KIEWAN. 



"While the Senate and the Bar of Ireland fang with ener- 
getic eloquence, the pulpits of her wealthy Church were de- 
voted to the heartless discussion of a doubtful morality, or 
the attempted illustration of unmeaning metaphysics. Eibwan 
gave its first impulse to sacred oratory in the Establishment, 
and brightened with the rays of a divine genius the dim 
obscure of episcopal preaching. He furnished a model, after 
ivhich the younger clergy desired to fashion themselves. His 
fire, his fluency, his pathos — the power and demonstration of 
his arguments, the energy of his entreaties, the lofty position 
he seemed to occupy as a messenger from heaven and a 
pleader for the unfortunate— all originated a desire, and 
formed a taste, which it is the privilege of this our day to 
realize and improve. 
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[why she nbybr pdblishbd!] 

Hitherto I have been guided by Horace's advice to the 
scribblers of his day— »I have ** weighed well my genius, what 
my strength would bear ;** and have been consequently saved 
from the prevailing sin of book-making. A scribbler I cer- 
tainly have been^ since the age of ten years, but not an 
^otist; and, judging my own compoaitioos by the same 
rules to which I should submit those of another, I, long since, 
consigned the greater number of them* to a fiery annihila- 
tion. Possessing the power to judge, which is altogether 
distinct from a capacity to perform, I have been preserved 
from publicity ; by vanity, perhaps, as much as by convic- 
tion. *< I love the shade ; it suits me best ;* and, despite 
the reprobation of a few flattering friends, I rejoice at having 
offered up a hecatomb of literary rubbish on the altar of ex- 
pediency and common sense. 



THE STAGE. 

I consider the stage as a poisoned fountain, of which the 
luscious waters are always imbued with disease, and often- 
times with death. No sophistry in favour of dramatic repre- 
sentation can remove my conviction of its decidedly evil 
tendency ; no just argument can be adduced in favour of an 
exhibition, which compromises manly dignity in one sex, and 
every claim to genuine delicacy in the other ! 



THE MONTH OF JUNE. 



June, in Britain, is the May of the poets. A balmy fresh- 
ness then pervades the air ; beauty is on every prospect, and 
music in every sound ! The unsullied foliage of woods and 

• Not© [J]. 
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blossomed hedge-rows ; the perfume of shrubs and flowers ; 
the pure^ deep azure of the skies ; the grateful verdure of 
the turf — all wrap the senses in enchantment^ and bid the 
exalting mind " ascend, from Nature, up to Nature's Grod.'* 



BYRON. 

Byron is the Salvator of Poetry. I love his flashing lights, 
and muse with intense interest on his *' shadows dark and 
deep." There is a breadth, a splendour, in his imagery — a 
depth, a glow, an intensity, in his language, which constitute 
the very essence of poetical perfection; yet, to enjoy the 
poet, the man must be forgotten, or remembered only as a 
monument of moral incongruity. 



MATERIALISM. 

This afternoon I attended a lecture, in the new Meeting- 
house, Birmingham, on the Eternity of Matter* The hypo- 
thesis is one of those which it is the obvious tendency of holy 
Scripture to refute ; and which all the ingenious speculations 
of materialism have not been able to establish. To question 
the Omnipotence of Deity is a primary step — nay, an awful 
stride — ^in the high road to infidelity. A conviction, that all 
things are possible with God, is absolutely necessary to the 
reception of religion, in general, and of Christianity, in 
particular. 



This anniversary of her deciding battle brings my native 
country to my mind, with' more than usual force. It places, 
in dark array, her slaughtered sons and ravaged fields — it 
revives the sanguinary record of her misfortunes and of her 
crimes ; and elicits an unqualified reprehension of the con- 
querors and conquered ! 
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History is a faithful mirror, in which man is reflected in 
all his varieties. Pride insists on the preponderance of virtue, 
exhibited by human nature; but experience refutes the 
pleasing theory ; and Truth herself declares, that *^ the heart 
of man is deceitful above* all things ;" and that, out of it 
" are the issues of life I** 



On the I6th of June, 1817> I rode through Oxford. Its 
silent streets, and splendid seminaries — ^its remote origin, and 
early dedication to literature — its frequent shelter of Royalty, 
and the memory of saints and sages, once its inmates — could 
I behold a scene so fraught with interest, without experiencing 
emotions of triumph and enchantment ? There first I saw the 
Thames in breadth and brightness ; — slowly and consciously 
the pure waters seemed to flow, reflecting the shadowy forms 
of towers and pinnacles, and darkening beneath the umbrage 
of intersecting groves. 



The exterior of St. Paul's offers little to delight, but much 
to astonish ; and never did I more truly experience the ineffi- 
ciency of externals to quicken the spirit of devotion, than 
while viewing its prodigious dome, and traversing its lofty 
aisles. The weekday service is performed in this august 
cathedral with a revolting indifference: the reason of the 
auditor is outraged, and his heart untouched* 



Since my enraptured contemplation of Joanna, Queen of 
Naples, by Raphael, I have not been so gratified by any 
specimen of the art, as by Wilkie's " Breakfast," now exhibit- 
ing at Somerset House. Two pictures by La Thi^re, divide 
the public favour with this gem ; and Brackler's window for 
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the great Hall at Arundel obtaiDS^ and justly, a large portion 
of public admiration. Chantry, our British Praxiteles, has 
placed, pro tern, in the gallery of Medals, a monumental piece, 
intended for the Cathedral of Lichfield ; and in juxta-position 
with this beautiful specimen of sculpture, are placed, rather 
inappropriately, the Heb^ and Terpsichore of Canova ! 



Stillness and twilight are abroad ! Every object is sof- 
tened by indistinction — every sound, by distance :— the waves 
scarcely murmur beneath the cliffs — the evening breeze scarce 
fills the passing sail — stars glimmer thro' a dark blue firma- 
ment : — one streak of fading red yet marks the horizon — that 
shadowy line which typifies the barrier between Time and 
Eternity ! Ye pilgrims* of the Western World — ^ye guardians 
of my wayward infancy — in this hour of serenity and love, are 
your spirits in unison with mine? Do you think of your 
lone and lowly one ? Do your aspirations include her des- 
tiny ? 

I have never duly valued the gift of Being* The death- 
bell still is music to my ear — the grave-stone still is pleasant 
to my eye. In younger and prouder days, I loved to dwell 
on the dissolution of matter, and to anticipate the era of an 
ioimaterial existence. In another state of being, I hoped to 
be indemnified for the sorrows of this ; — sorrows which I 
traced to any but their actual source. I looked to the throne 
of Mercy, rather than to the bar of Judgment ; — and, over- 
looking the Cross, expected to receive the Crown ! 



The village of Hove presents its ruinous and scattered 
abodes to the strong and still encroaching waves. Its little 

• [At Brighton, with a pions and dear friend ; — ^while father, mother, 
and younger sisters, were again in America, in view of settling on the 
land in Virginia.] 
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church of Saxon-Gothic, stands higher on the beach ; and 
offers nothing to interest excepting the rudeness of its antique 
architecture, and the loneliness of its site. According to 
tradition, Hove once was large, well-peopled, and prosperous : 
— but, suddenly and at night, was reduced to its present state 
by an overwhelming inroad of the sea. And thus, the human 
soul is ravaged by the passions : — thus, anger, pride, revenge, 
and all the train of evil affections, rush in ; while reason and 
religion sleep ; — submerging health, prosperity, and peace I 



" Lalla Rookh " is a wreath of delicious flowers — dewy 
and fragrant. The first perusal of a series so unique, so 
aromatic let me call it, leaves on the fancy that general and 
glowing impression which it is not possible for the judgment 
immediately to analyze ; — and, were the analysis made, and 
did it result in the detection of a thousand inaccuracies — I 
should but class the fastidious critic with those earth-loving 
and croaking fowls which Pindar describes as pursuing the 
eagle towards the sun, unable to impede, and scarcely able to 
discern, the altitude and swiftness of his soarings. 



[death of the princess charlotte.] 

'* The Princess is dead !" — and that short sentence of the 
eloquent Bossuet elicited a sorrow which was cold and 
courtly, compared with the present feelings of an appalled 
and afflicted nation. She is dead ; and each hearer of a fact 
so unexpected fears he knows not what — and feels what he 
cannot utter. Our Princess has left the earth at a juncture 
favourable for her own fame. The tombs of the youthful 
dead are ever strewed with the fairest flowers ; and the memo- 
ries of those characters are peculiarly dear, whose virtues are 
but imperfectly developed. I trust that her's is but a blessed 
exchange from a temporal to an eternal crown: — and, con- 
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ceming the well-being of these realms, for which the public 
mind is so fearfully alarmed, I confidingly refor it to the King 
of kings. 

[Well might this 2iipp\y ^mutatis mutandis — to the lamented 
death of young Louis Napoleon* Of both we may and we 
ought to hope, " They die young, whom the gods love I"] 



This long protracted visit to Brighton constitutes an era in 
my moral existence. The gay varieties I have beheld — not 
tasted-*-will fade from my memory ; — but, the awakening, 
the admonitory lessons, afforded by the last five months, can 
never be effaced from my conviction. Oh ! that the voice of 
Truth, so gladly imbibed by the ear,* may penetrate and 
purify my heart ! Oh, may it still repeat, like that of '^ Him 
who saw the Apocalypse," ^'Repent! for the Kingdom of 
Heaven is at hand I" 

Septr. 1817. 



I closed the year 1817 in Co vent Garden Theatre. Curi- 
osity attracted, and importunity compelled me, to that scene 
of moral prostration ; which distracts the fancy, and offers no 
just indemnification to offended reason. 

Eeturning after midnight thro' the City, I heard Bow Bells 
ring out the closing year. The sounds, though anything but 
solemn, smote heavily on my heart ; and drew from it a fer- 
vent wish that their passing peal might prove, indeed, the 
knell pf my lurking aspirations for amusement. 



In Birmingham, on the 11th of January, 1818, 1 first heard 
the Rev. J. Angel James. He preached from the Epistle to 
the Hebrews — 11 chap: 30 ver: "By faith the walls of 

* [The eccentric bnt excellent minister, Bowland HilL] 
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Jericho fell down, after they were compassed about, seven 
days.*' Illness had, for many months, deprived his flock of 
their valuable and much-loved pastor. His prefatory address 
was pathetic, and impressive ; and the whole tenor of his dis- 
course, a faithful and brilliant exposition of the text. 



February, the 8th.— My sun of life now touches its meri- 
dian. I have completed my thirtieth year I The season of 
youth is closed, and that of middle-life begins. 

It is time to '^ put away childish things : to put off the old 
man : " — pride ; and forwardness ; and latent, unconfessed 
ambition ; and that woful sensitiveness which neutralizes 
many excellent gifts. It is time to use this world as not 
abusing it ; and, forgetting those things which are passed, to 
press forward towards that which is to come — even the full 
and certain consummation of all that really concerns me— 
Death, and Judgment. 

And now, what shall I render unto Him, who hath led me, 
in sorrow but in safety, to the present hour? Who hath 
borne with my sins — who hath heard my supplications — ^who 
hath quickened my faith and brightened my hope, and drawn 
me to the foot of the cross ? What, indeed, can I render for 
mercies so unmerited, so signal, as these ? I will call on His 
name, and delight in His word— and trust in His promises, 
and love His people ! And these things I will endeavour to 
do, not of myself, or in my own strength ; but, thro' the aid 
of His Spirit^ and under the shadow of His wings. 



CoLESHiLL is a neat and quiet town, of which the Gothic 
church is a truly interesting structure. Its churchyard, one 
of the most remarkable in the midland regions, commands a 
prospect almost interminable ; and, by its many monuments, 
quaint epitaphs, and breezy umbrage, impresses the mind 
with a tone of thought and a train of ideas at once calm, 
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pleasing, and instructive. There, on the 24 th of March, 
1818, 1 passed one of those entrancing hours which Indem- 
oify whole months of tedious monotony* There I feasted on 
associations, such as rougher natures cannot imagine, and the 
mere worldling deems it puerile to enjoy. 



Pride — that is to say, self-righteousness — is the first strong- 
hold of Satan which yields to the sword of the Spirit.. Until 
a sense of innate sin takes firm possession of the under- 
standing, the veil of ignorance cannot be removed ; the spirit 
of the Scriptures cannot be entered into. 

Dr. S , my cherished father in the Gospel, first ration- 
ally explained to me the doctrine of human demerit. I 
received it with avidity, and conviction — ^not as the dogma of 
a sect, but as a truth of Scriptural and experimental religion. 
It unravels a thousand seeming paradoxes ; and places in their 
only suitable position, the sovereignty and the grace of God ! 



A PARTING VISIT IN WORCESTERSHIRE. 

On the evening of the 26th" of May, 1818, 1 rode into Wor- 
cestershire, for the purpose of making a farewell visit at 

K . That charming scene and its rural environs exhibit 

the most attractive features of English landscape : and there, 
on what object soever the eye reposes, nature and cultivation 
seem to have lavished their gifts. 

I marked the setting sun from a vine-bound verandah : the 
light clouds of early summer floated above ; — the purest airs 
breathed around me:— to the right, Hales-owen stood in 
shadow, the clock and spire of its antique church still red- 
dened by the reflected sunbeams ; and its mouldering abbey 
walls scarce visible through trees and twilight. In front, 
the woods and sheltered lawns of Hagley waved and ex- 
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tended; and» leftward, a sweep of richly-cQltivaied land 
stretched onward ; distance after distance indefinitely traced 
by shrubby glens, and blossomed hedgerows. Ck>ttages, the 
lowly temples of industry, were scattered throughout ; whilst 
the mingling of human Toices, the lowings of cattle, the me- 
lodies of birds, and murmurings of woodland rivulets, com- 
pleted the impressive harmony of the scene. 

Those rich, reposing woods — those shadowy hills, and 
purple distances — which transport imagination beyond the 
eye, and brighten in poetical perspective those still-reflected 
rays, that living lustre ; — can they ever be forgotten ? Can 
memory cease to linger upon objects so interesting to the 
lover of nature — so congenial to the worshipper of peace 1 
I have beheld, I have enjoyed them — ^but shall behold and 
enjoy them no more ! The landscape will, indeed, remain ; 
but other eyes will view, other spirits will invoke its beauties. 
Pass some few years, and I shall sleep in dust : to arise with 
altered and with spiritualized perceptions on the more lovely, 
the more entrancing, the more glorious scenes of life ever- 
lasting ! 

[My sister had now been on a lengthened visit to ber much 
loved " Urania," with whom, (and indeed, with all her family) 
she was ever a most welcome and cherished guest.] 



After an absence of two years and two months, I find 
myself once more beneath the paternal roof. Grant, gracious 
Father of my spirit, a sanctifying result to that most impor- 
tant interval of my life ; and so dispose of my future course 
in this world, as shall make it conducive to Thy glory and my 
eternal salvation ! 

And now on bended knees, and with contrite heart, I would 
thank Thee, O Father! for all Thy providences — ^yea, for 
such as have seemed least salutary and most afflictive* I 
thank Thee for my crosses, and heartrendings, and bereave- 
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ments : — ^for I know that Thy judgments are right, and that 
in very faithfulness Thou hast appointed them ! Oflten, and 
unadvisedly, have I exclaimed. Woe is me, for my hurt ! my 
wound is grievous I^but, I can now say, It is of the Lord's 
mercy, that, in the midst of sin and ignorance. He did not 
utterly cut me off :— that, instead of wounding, He did not 
slay me ! " Whom the Lord loveth, He chasteneth ; and 
scourgeth every child whom He receiveth." Amen ! 



The dealings of God toward his moral creation, in order to 
be vindicated, need only to be closely observed, in their con- 
nexion, and in their effects: but that observance must be 
guided by faith as well as reason — by an assured conviction 
that all things work together for good to those who love Him. 
A sovereign Judge, and a reconciled Father, the righteousness 
attaching to the one character, and the confidence invited by 
the other, should absorb every doubt as to the equity and 
loving-kindness of His dispensations. 

Nothing could more evidently manifest the peculiar gra- 
ciousness of her Lord, than the nature and progress of my 
beloved sister's disease : — ^its operation on her body has been 
so gradual, and on her mind so blessed, that, to her own feel- 
ings and to those of her attendants, the approaching, the 
inevitable change, is being divested of its usual bitterness. 
From the vale of Baca, in which she had been a weary, a 
wayward pilgrim, she has been led by a gentle descent to the 
very brink of Jordan ; and thence permitted to behold the 
everlasting hills, to which her hopes, with calmness, but with 
confidence, are ascending. Those ebullitions of fervid feeling 
—those ardors of excited fancy — those poignant sensibilities, 
which assisted to undermine her strength ;— all have receded 
with it : — and meekness and serenity — faith unfeigned, and 
love unsullied— are blending their tempered glories, round 
the expiring lamp of life ! 
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The doctrine of human demerit is set forth, not only in th€ 
whole body of Scripture—" in the Volume of the Book ;"— 
but by numberless detached passages, intelligible only to 
enlightened minds. Redemption originates in grace; — ^its 
bestowment is gratuitous ; — its consummation is sovereign. 
The doctrine accords with reason, and is expressly declared 
by Revelation. It refers all moral effects to their specific 
causes ; and casts into shade the finest theories of mere human 
philosophy. 



On Thursday, the 26th of November, at half-past six, 
p.m., our precious invalid* was freed from her prison-house 
of clay. Without a sigh, without a struggle, the willing soul 
took flight. The Angel of death, not the king of Terrors, 
has set the captive free ; and, while gazing on that calm and 
lovely countenance, it was impossible to refrain from ex- 
claiming, with gratitude, *^ Blessed are the dead, who die in 
Lord I" 

Her life had been a life of conflict ; but her death was one 
of meek and holy triumph : — yes ! it was triumphant, though 
unmarked by those transports which indicate the ravings of 
delirium, rather than the workings of grace. In forl>earing 
to enlarge on that humility and self-renouncement — that con- 
fidence in God, her Saviour — that patience in sickness, and 
serenity in death — by which she was eminently distinguished ; 
I obey the last, most solemn injunction of the departed. I 
trace their sublime operation to its only source ; and, magni- 
fying the power, ascribe to it all the praise ! 1818. 



Ash Wednesday, the 16th of February, 1820; this fore- 
noon, in George's Church, the Rev. William Bushe improved 
the leading occurrence of last month — the death of George 3d. 

* [Jane — of consumption : in her 21th year.] 
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His text was chosen from Luke's Gospel, 22nd chapter, 
and the last clause of the 37th verse; — "The things con- 
cerning me have an end." The preacher confined his ob- 
servations to those bright, unfading oharacteristics of the 
departed, which will transmit his name to posterity as a 
Christian moralist. He commented with truth and energy on 
the personal uprightness of the monarch ; and adduced many 
authenticated proofs of his humility, as a man. Misfortune 
tarnished his> earthly diadem ; but that which now he wears, 
provided by Sovereign mercy, is undefiled by sorrow, and 
incorruptible by sin ! 



COMMUNION WITH GOD, IN RETIREMENT. 

My hours of retirement are sanctified : they are seasons of 
refreshing from the Lord. During their swift and downy 
passage. He vouchsafes to me communion with Himself;-* 
puts aside the vail, and permits a glimpse of the excellent 
glory ! In these intervals of abstraction from earthly cares, 
of separation from worldly companions, the spirit of suppli- 
cation, of meekness, and of charity, return ; — and, oh I how 
blissful is its coming !— Stay, dove-like messenger ; nor leave 
me more ! — Be ever near my lowly paths on earth, or bear 
my spirit on unruffled pinions to the mansions of beatitude 
above I J 

ON THE ACCESSION AND CORONATION OF GEORGE lY. 

On Sunday, the 22nd of July, the Rev. J. Angel James de- 
livered a very impressive discourse on the accession and 
crowning of the King. He preached from the First of St. 
Paul to the Corinthians, 9 chap. 24 ver. The corruptible 
crown, with its fading and thorny appendages, the preacher 
touched lightly — perhaps languidly ; but, in defining and dis- 
cussing that which fadeth not away^ he combined the force of 
Peter^ and the reasoning of Paul, with the tender persuasive- 
ness of our Saviour's own beloved Apostle. 
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and be established there, despite the ravings of Pastorini or 
the profanations of Carlisle 1 

April 28, 1822.— The angel of the Church of Ireland, the 
apostolic Matthias, preached this evening in his Chapel of 
Bethesda, from the first general Epistle of Peter, 2nd chap., 
11 th verse — ^' Dearly beloved, I beseech you, as strangers 
and pilgrims, abstain from fleshly lusts, which war against 
the soul." The subject was discussed under three heads- 
first, the affection of the Apostle toward those he addressed ; 
his tenderness and his authority ;— secondly, a definition of 
the epithets, '^ Strangers and Pilgrims," which, in an espedal 
manner, touched my heart, being on the eve of my leaving 
Dublin — another stage in the journey of life ;— thirdly, an 
exposition of '* fleshly lusts," their nature and operation— 
their unqualified sinfulness — their pernicious effects, in time — 
their inevitable retribution in eternity ! This sermon was a 
sunbeam to my soul — it seemed sent as a pledge of continued 
safety— as a guide through the moral wilderness I am about 
to enter. 



To me and mine this world has been— and will most pro- 
bably continue to be — a scene of endurance. The narrow 
orbit in which we now revolve is but the epitom^ of a wider 
sphere ; one, of which the governing principles are diametri- 
cally opposite to those we have hitherto been accustomed to 
reverence. And shall we repine, because the world loves its 
own, enwreathes them with its pleasures, ^and crowns them 
with all it has to bestow ? Oh, no ; while tracing the narrow 
path, let us look, not around, but, beyond it ; — to the close 
and to the completion ! — to that august assize where, before 
thrones and dominations, the veil shall fall from every human 
heart, and the varnish removed from every earthly circum- 
stance ! — when motives shall be weighed in the balance of the 
sanctuary, and unerring truth shall alone adjust the scale ! 
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A sketch of the Samaritans ;— their religion, a composite 
of Judaism and Paganism — their assumed pretensions to the 
site of the true Temple — namely, Mount Gerizzim, in oppo- 
sition to Mount Zion ; — instances of the Divine favour, mani- 
fested in the land of Israel in preference to that of Judah ; — 
altars reared in the former by the Patriarchs — especially 
those in the plains of Moreh, near Sichem — ^to which refe- 
rences are made in the 33rd of Grenesis, the 24th of Joshua, 
and 4th John ; — the altar of Blessing on Mount Gerizzim — 
that of Denunciation on Mount Ebal. A noble exposition of 
the first and second Covenants ; a view of the typical code ; 
a luminous demonstration of its meaning, and accomplish- 
ment in the Messiah ; a definition of spiritual worship, in 
contradistinction to that which is legal and ceremonial ; an 
energetic appeal in behalf of the Jews ; — ^the imperative duty 
of Christians to assist in the predicted conversion of that 
people! 

Simeon is an Etruscan pillar of the Establishment — plain, 
and solid. From the importance of the theme he discusses, 
the mind's eye is not for a moment diverted. His eloquence 
is of that masculine, imposing character, that probes the con- 
science, and grapples with conviction. 



[our religious societies.] 

Our religious societies continue to progress, despite that 
incipient germ of deterioration, which of necessity exists in 
every human institution. Satan indeed, ever anxious for the 
ruin of such, is endeavouring to foment a re-action ; and, 
through Deism and Superstition, to resolve the Christian 
world into a moral chaos ; but, the friends of Truth need 
not to alarm themselves at his seeming success. Let them 
hold fast by the promises — by the ark of the Christian cove- 
nant : — it will ride on the wing of the tempest, and float on 
the surface of the deluge !— it will rest on the high mountains, 
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DEATH OF LORD BTRON. 



The poor and the righteous perish ; yet no man layeth it 
to heart: — but, when the great, and the gifted are taken 
away, the earth is then filled with lamentation. 

Thou art fallen from meridian glory, Byron, son of the 
Muses I Thou art fallen ; and thy light is become darkness ! 
I mourn for thee, child of perverted genius : — I mourn for 
thy sad and premature eclipse ! Oh I that thou hadst known, 
in thy days of mortal brightness, the things that belong unto 
man's peace ! — but, now, they are hidden from thine eyes. 
Thou art fallen in the midst of thy fame, and thy weapons of 
wit are perished with thee ! 1824. 



AT A MEETING OF THE BIBLE SOCIETY. 

Accompanied by the venerable Mr. G , I attended the 

last meeting of the Birmingham Auxiliary Bible Society. The 
speeches delivered on that occasion had less than usual of 
mannerism and scenic effect ; more of reality, and much of 
interest : — less clapping, less vociferation ; more seemliness, 
and exclusive attention. Messieurs Lloyd and Birt spoke 
with peculiar effect. To each of them, the hoary head is, 
indeed, a crown of righteousness ; and in the noble chairman. 

Lord C , I trust the same glorious assertion shalU in due 

time, be illustrated. 1824. 



Sunday, the 4th of October, 1824 ; — An irresistible im- 
pulse led me this evening to the chapel of Mr. James. He 
preached from Job : 14 chap : 2 verse : — " He cometh forth 
as a flower, and is cut down: he fleeth also as a shadow, and 
continueth not." The sermon was funereal — the modest 
eulogium of a youth, who had just fallen asleep in Jesus, and 
left an ensample which the juniors of the congregation were, 
feelingly and forcibly, enjoined to follow. Mr. J. is an 



orator ; but disdaiiis that perversion oi intellectual power of 
which the aim is, to please the ear rather than to convince 
the mind : his eloquence is the servitor of truth and reason — 
not their flimsy and florid and most pernicious substitute. 



OF HIM THAT <' SAT UPON THIG THRONE." 

The fourth chapter of the Revelation, at the thurd verse, 
seems to me to afford a striking typification of sovereignty 
and grace. *' He that sat was, to look upon, like a jasper, 
and a sardine stone." The jasper is symbolic of power, 
strength, and duration ; — while the flaming colour of the sar- 
dine stone indicates wrath, and judgment. " He that sat," 
is omnipotent, and eternal :-»He is jealous, just, and aveng- 
ing. ** There was a rainbow round about the throne, like 
unto an emerald.'* A rainbow typifies mercy, and reconcile- 
ment ; — and by the mild lustre of the emerald, is signified, 
the softened efiulgence of Deity, as beheld in the face of 
Christ ! — the token of the first, and the angel of the second 
covenant, are analogous, and illustrate each other. 



A METHODIST PREACHER. 



May, 1825. The best — or, perhaps I should say, the most 
ingenious — sermon I have yet heard in this parish of Rynah, 
was delivered last evening in a ruinous barn, by Richard 
Waddy, a Methodist of the Wesleyan Society. His intro- 
duction of the subject to be discussed, was luminous, and 
logical; — and in the management of the sequel he proved 
himself to be a master of classical and familiar illustration. 
Truth, was the Alpha and Omega of his discourse. Truth, is 
the shadow of a substance: falsehood is the shadow of a shade* 
— Truth is Ught ; falsehood is darkness. Falsehood is as 
Dearly allied to Satan, as contagion to the plague : Truth is 
as near to Gk>d, as fragrance to the burning incense, or as 
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light to the sun! There are physical, and mathematical 
truths : — there are logical, and historical truths. That the 
sun is visible in the heavens, is a physical truth :-»that each 
point of the circumference is equally distant from the centre, 
is a mathematical truth. That no just argument can be drawn 
from false premises, is a logical truth ; — that Alexander con- 
quered the Persians, is an historical truth. That which Chris- 
tians mean by truth, is, the Gospel Revelation. The existence 
of a Supreme Being, is a truth of natural religion : the Chris- 
tian CBconomy, is a truth of revealed religion. This sermon 
was worthy to have been preached before a metropolitan 
audience ; — yet, such is the comprehensiveness, the simplicity, 
as well as the lustre, of truth, that its able and unwonted dis- 
cussion was listened to with intense interest by a rustic and 
comparatively unenlightened assembly. 



LATIMER. 

September. The anniversary of my visit to Worcester. 
In that ancient city — chiefly in its venerable cathedral — I 
passed the 22nd of September, 1824. I traced the aisles once 
trod by Latimer. No sculptured stone records his name— 
a name which is written in heaven ! It is graven with an 
adamantine pen on the altar of truth, and inscribed in cha- 
racters of light on the crown of martyrdom ! 



The science of Theology is so interwoven with that of Meta- 
physics, that, in attempting to sound the depths of either, 
females, and the unlearned, are almost sure to make ship- 
wreck of their faith. Grant me, my gracious Father ! a sound 
and simple belief — which, daring not to scan the hidden 
things of Deity, rests on Thy revealed attributes^ and receives, 
as indeed Thy will, those revelations of it which the Holy 
Scriptures contain. I do not pray for a merely passive 
assent; I earnestly desire an enlivening and enlightening 
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faith — that spiritual oxygen, without which the awakened and 
alarmed soul must sink, and sadden, and eventually despair ! 
While scholars and sceptics dissect, and dismember, the letter 
of the Holy Volume, be- its essence mine! — mine, to sit, with 
Mary, at the feet of Jesus ; and there to choose that better 
part, which the world can neither give nor take away ! 



THB REV. WILLIAM URWICK. 

A spirited sketch of himself, pourtrayed by the poet Statius, 
applies in a certain degree to that gem of Nonconformity, the 
Hev. William Urwick. His is, indeed, ** a little body, with a 
mighty mind." His clear and searching eyes emit the rays 
of genius ; his calm and luminous physiognomy, is a speaking 
index'of the soul within ! I first heard him in Birmingham, 
about the close of the year 1816. He preached on the reli- 
gion of the crucifix, in contradistinction to that of the cross ; 
and though, to my mind's eye, the cross then rose in shadows, 
clouds, and darkness ; yet his eloquence seemed to throw 
around it a sacred halo. His defence of the Bible at a recent 
discussion in the West, afibrds a specimen of mind, which 
criticism cannot sully, or sophistry degrade, The attributes 
of his style are, force, warmth, and light : — force of argument, 
warmth of zeal, light of illustration ! 



The remembrance of my Christian friend, the Rev. H. B. 
M.,* is truly grateful to me ; and, during my hours of self- 
abasement (which are many, and severe) it aids in soothing 
and .strengthening a bruised and a contrite spirit. I espe- 
cially prize that passage in his letter which charges me with 
occasional repulsiveness, and a seeming indifiPerence to general 
opinion. " Let the righteous smite me, it shall be a kindness : 
let liim reprove me, it shall be an excellent oil !" 

* [The amiable and accomplished Dean of Melbourne.] 
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Dec. 1826. — Five years siDce I made a bridal visit to 
Louisa. YouDg, pious, wealthy, lovely, and beloved, her 
destiny appeared to realize the fairest promise of sublanar 
bliss. In three subsequent years I again beheld her— lui- 
faded, and unfailing in aught of duty or of enjoyment. A 
blooming infant divided her cares with its happy father — her 
husband was a model of judicious government, and Christian 
fellowship ; and by her friends, and the surrounding poor, 
her name was blessed. In this world I shall see Louisa no 
more ! Within one solitary lustrum, a bride, a mother, and 
a corpse, her fate illustrates with no ordinary pointedness the 
assertion of the Prophet, fitly quoted by the Apostle — " All 
flesh is grass, and the glory of it, as the flower of the field!" 
And here shines the sovereignty of God. He gave — He hath 
taken away; — He gives; but justly retains the right of re- 
sumption. Louisa — fair, useful, beautiful, and beloved— is 
hid within the bosom of the earth ; while I, the very opposite 
to all these, am sufiered still to fade, and to linger, on its 
surface ! 



[CONTEOVERSIES.] 

1827. — " Fruitless controversies have taken us off from 
practical godliness — making us puzzle our heads, when we 
should have been searching our hearts." How little have we 
minded these words of the Apostle — " It is a good thing that 
the heart be established with grace, and not with meats." 
The preceding observations are quite as applicable to the 
present time as to that which gave them birth. Controyersy 
is the mania of the day : it has seized on both sexes, on all 
conditions, and every order of intellect amongst us ; it per- 
vades the pulpit and the platform ; it reigns paramount in 
the drawing-room, and infects and poisons even the massy 
frame of politics. When the weapons of religious warfare 
are assumed by females, by children, and by the unlearned, 
truth cannot fail to be outraged rather than vindicated. It 
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is an awful thing to analyze the Word of the Living God ! 
It is a senseless thing to seek for soundings in an unfathom- 
able depth ! 



Were I to select any era of my life as being marked by 
peculiar enjoyment, it should be the summer of 1807. I 
passed that lovely season in Salop. Youth, health, and friend- 
ship threw a radiance round it. The past faded in oblivion ; 
the future rose in hope ; and study, and exercise, and poetic 
inspiration, gave enchantment to each winged hour ! Legions 
of bright ideas floated in my brain ; and memory, like an 
eastern bazaar, abounded in materials of rich and rare com- 
plexion. 

My sentiments and feelings, especially those tinctured by 
devotion, were almost impassioned ! I often prayed in the 
open air — looking towards the sun, that sublime symbol of 
Deity. I confessed the Divine attributes — I felt the Divine 
influences. In fine, I then discerned those dawnings of light 
which, after ten subsequent years of sin and sorrow, were 
brightened more and more ; and are still, I trust, advancing 
towards the perfect day. 



[holy scripture; and the fathers.] 

Why do the advocates of pure religion turn, even for a 
moment, from the Scriptures — the fountains of living water — 
whence all their deductions, all their illustrations, should 
proceed ? Why draw from those broken cisterns, the works 
of the Fathers ; which are asserted to contradict, not each 
other only, but also themselves ? 

The " New Reformation " progresses in exact ratio with 
the means employed for its accomplishment. Reform, oh, 
my Protestant brethren ; reform must begin with ourselves, 
amongst whom, sloth and pride, luxury and lucre^ have set 
up their abominable idols. Before he thrusts himself, unin- 



vited, into the fold of another, let the Christian pastor become 
more strenuous for the well-being of his own ! — let bim act 
on the expediency of converting Protestants to Christianity, 
before he essays the conversion of Romanists to Protestantism. 



In April, 1816, on « Thursday in the holy week/ I first 
became acquainted with Horatins. His subsequent society 
afforded me much pleasure, and not a little profit. We met 
in the zenith of intellectual capacity. A parity of ag^ of 
taste, and of information, formed a bond of sympathy between 
us, of which a train of unusual circumstances prevented our 
mistaking the character. He induced me to investigate;, 
assisted me to define, and to compare ; — he quickened my as- 
pirations after truth, and discussed what appeared to him its 
sublime dicta, with the zeal of a disciple and the acuteness of 
an adept. I listened, and admired ; I revolved, and studied ; 
I wished and prayed for Divine direction ; and, through an 
operation directly opposed to the doctrine of probabilities, my 
mind was prepared by inscrutable wisdom for the eventual 
reception of its own infallible decrees. 



THE ATONEMENT. 

As the animal body is intersected by arteries and veins, so 
the whole frame of Scripture is pervaded by the doctrine of 
Atonement; and, as the '' blood thereof *' constitutes the 
*< life " of that animal body, so the doctrine of Atonement by 
the blood of Christ gives vitality to the whole Christian 
scheme. 

So long as the Anglican Church recognizes and vindicates 
this radical truth of Scripture, she cannot become utterly de- 
generate. It is the Alpha and Omega of the Bible. Be- 
ginning in grace, and ending in glory, the doctrine involves 
power, consistency, and elevation. It is powerful, in the con- 
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viction of sId^ and the abasement of self ; it is consistent, as 
the mediam of reconciling justice with mercy ; a holy hatred 
of sin, with a benignant love of the sinner ; it is elevating, 
because it raises the eye of Faith to Mount Calvary, and casts 
the anchor of Hope on Mount Zion ! 



September 1, 1827. — On this calm interval of spiritual 
mercies and domestic comfoirt, I shall often look back with 
complacence and thanksgiving ! — to this season of repose, my 
future cogitations will of ten-times revert; — and, oh! may the 
remembrance of it be lovely ! * * * 

(The MS. was broken off here— ^ome wfiy— or lost] 
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PART IV. 

Thoughts spiritual and contemplative ; expressed in lines of varied 
measure y suggested hy the feelings of the moment. 



HIS GRACE IS SUFFICIENT. 

Precious offering — ^foU and free — 
Victim, sacrificed for me ! 
Lamb of God, thro' grace divine 
Make and keep me wholly Thine ! 



When the Valley shall be past. 
And my lot for Death be cast ; 
Then, from pain and peril free, 
All shall cease, and merge in Thee ! 



REMINISCENCE OF MY DEAR JANE, 

When last upon that forehead pale 

I saw the moonbeam softly stray ; 
When last I marked the evening gale 

Amid those waving tresses play ; 
The shining locks and forehead fair, 

The hectic cheek, and up-raised eye ; 
The lunar light and balmy air 

Seemed all in magic harmony ! 
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Again^ the breezes^ fresh and warm. 

Beneath the wandering moonbeams play ; 
But those bright eyes, that fairy form, 

And kindly heart — ah, where are they ? 
The sable pall — the funeral gloom, — 

The plumy hearse, and solemn knell ; 
The mattock's sound, the opening tomb — 

Enquire of these — ^for they can tell ! 



EDGBASTON CHURCH-YARD. 

I love the scene, where funeral yew 

And melancholy cypress wave ; 
I love with moistened eyes to view 

The lowly tomb, and lowly grave. 
How calm, beneath the western ray. 

The rural church-yard seems to spread ; 
Congenial with departing day 

Are these lone precincts of the dead ! 

2. 

The waning light, the curfew toll, 

The breezy voice of summer even ; 
Speak, to the contemplative soul. 

Of closing life, and opening Heaven ! 
They speak to mine, which, long a prey 

To sin and sorrow, sighs for peace ; 
Sighs for the dawning of that day 

When sin and sorrow both shall cease ! 



CRIMINATION. 



Faith, Hope, and Charity, have shed 
Their light and warmth around my head : 
In each serene and lucid hour, 
I see, and I confess, their power ! 
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But, does their influence yet impart 
A living impulse to my heart ? 
Does their divinely calm oonti'ol 
Soothe, strengthen, and exalt my soul ? 

2. 

Convicted conscience answers, mild, 
'* That soul is yet a fro ward child ;— 
<* Sad, selfish, and rebellious still, 
*' Against its heavenly Father's will ! 
" Obscured by care, oppressed by grief, 
« On earth it dares not seek relief; 
" And, reft of every stay but One, 
" It clings to that, and that alone ! !" 



COIfSOLATIOIf. 

Dejected sinner ; that alone 

Shall all thy wants suffice ; 
Nor from that high and holy One 

Avert thy tearful eyes !— 
His power is boundless ; and His will 

Unchanging is, and free ; — 
He called thee once ; He calls the still, 

In grace, and sovereignty ! 

2. 

In Him confide ; on Him repose ; 

And, tho' He seem to frown, 
On all thy self-inflicted woes 

He'll send a blessing down : — 
Believe, and pray ! — ^To prayer of Faith 

The promises are given ; 
They lead the soul, thro' Life and Death, 

To sweet repose in Heaven ! 
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MY father's death. 

Serenely patient, on the Saviour's breast 
He lowly sought the long-desired rest ;-— 
His closing lips exhaled one gentle sigh ; 
Then, all was peace— and all was purity ! 
The meed of sin — the debt of Nature paid, — 
Sin, sorrow, sufifering— -all with life were fled ! 
His soul ascended to the realms abore ; 
And found its kindred home, in light and love ! 

March 18, 1831. 



MT father's GRAtTB. 

A holy calm pervades the spot 

Where his dear reliques rest ; 
And more than vernal verdure marks 

The sod that cloathes his breast. 
Warm on that grave, the western sun 

In purple light declines ; 
Pale, on that green and dewy turf. 

The evening planet shines ! 

2. 

Within that insulated mound. 

His woes and wanderings o'er— 
The faithless friend, the reckless foe, 

Can wound his peace no more ! 
There, lonely Contemplation loves 

Her pilgrim steps to bend ; 
And filial feeling there invokes 

A Father^ and a Friend ! ! 

May 1 6, 1 83 1 . The seventieth anniversary of his birth, 1761. 
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MSA TRIMITA8. 



Almighty Father — self-exiBtiDg One ; 
And thoa, the Father's everlasting Son — 
Give of that Spirit, which from both proceeds, 
Such portion as a contrite sinner needs. 
In measurci fall — in tender mercy, free — 
Give it, thou great Jehovah ! give it me I 
So shall my sinful, sorrowing soul revive, 
Instructed whom to love, and how to live I 



[faith, hope, and charity.] 

Why fight for altars, wood or stone ! 
The contrite heart is that alone 
From which accepted offerings rise 
With grateful odours to the skies ! 

2. 

The life of Faith and Hope, is love ; 
It animates the Church above — 
And Faith, and Hope, and Love, we know 
Should harmonize the Church below ! 



ON THE ABERRATION OF A FRIEND. 

Too long an earthly friendship wound 
Its chain my captive spirit round : 
Too long I drew from earth and sense 
Their just and bitter recompense. 
Friendship has wings when trials prove ; 
Friendship has wings, as well as love : 
When both are flown, ah ! what is left 
A soul bedimmed— -a heart bereft ! 
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2. 

There is a Friend who never flies ; 
There is a love that never dies — 
A Friend unfailing, steadfast, sure ; 
A love unfading, blissful, pure ! 
It is not Wit's illusive power : 
It is not Beauty's blushing flower ; — 
It is not wealth that love can buy ; 
Nor aught below the starry sky ! 

3. 

Tis given freely — ^precious grant! — 
To all who wish, and all who want ; 
To all who, bending at the cross, 
Count aught beside but dust, and dross ! 
Jesus — thy name and grace impart 
A healing unction to the heart ! 
Thy word, and work, revive the soul ; 
And make the wounded sinner wh^le. 



THE "RBLIGBEN OF RYNAH.— K. C. 

One only spot of sacred earth 
In this wide world to me is dear ; 

The dust of those who gave me birth 
Reposes and commingles there. 

2. 

Beside the Shannon's broad dark wave 
That consecrated spot is found ; 

There, many an undistinguished grave, 
And lettered stone, are scattered round. 
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8. 

The ruined fane, the ivied walls. 
The pale, grey stone, and shading yew ; 

My faithful memory oft recalls 
In outlines clear, and colours true. 

4. 

That palei grey stone — ah I who can tell 
TTieir mournful tale who sleep beneath ; 

"Who lived so meekly — loved so well ;— 
Nor were divided long by death ! 

6. 

Deep on the tablet of kny heart 
That moumfbl history is traced : 

Nor can^— 'till sense and life depart — 
The sad meqiorial be effiiced. 

6. 

Not 'till that hour which sets me free 
From earthly conflicts, earthly cares ;-» 

That hour of glorious liberty 
Which joins my ransomed soul to theirs ! 



[The following lines may have reference to those " On the 
Aberration of a Friend ;" but evidently written long after- 
wards. — 'Ed,'] 

We meet no more ! receive my last farewell ! 
Heal'd is my spirit — broken is the spell :— 
That spell which bound me to the calm and cold ; 
To one whose God is self— whose heaven is gold. 

March 26. 
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[lonely hours*] 

When lonely hours are sanctified by grace, 
Then to behold the Saviour face to face ! 
Then hold communion with the saints above, 
And bask in purest beams of light and love. 

2. 

Sin, self, and selfish sorrow then depart ; 
A holy calm pervades the steadfast heart : 
On wings of faith, the contemplative soul 
Ascends in vision to its destined goal. 

3. 

Oh ! for that blissful hour when, wholly free 
From all the dross of fallen humanity, 
The dream of dull existence shall be o'er ; 
And tears be shed, and sighs exhaled, no more ! 

June, 1837. 



" HER SUN IS GONE DOWN WHILE IT WAS YET DAY. 

Fair, fragile, early faded ; her blooming beauty gone : 
The brightness dimly shaded, of her ascending sun ! 
Thou, fondly loved, and loving, I saw thee pass away ; 
I marked thee gently moving from thy dark house of clay. 

2. 

And when t saw thee taken to realms of joy above; 
I did not feel forsaken, but felt the force of love I 
I felt, and still I feel it, the peace exceeds the pain ; 
The words of wisdom seal it, and we shall meet again ! 

Feb. 8, 1838. Impromptu. 
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HYMN. 

Beyond the dreary tomb 

I see fair Eden rise : 
Green fields, fresh flowers of brightest bloonii 

And streams of Paradise ! 

2. 

Seraphic soonds are there, 

And never-fading light ; 
Angelic forms, divinely fair ; 

And One, supremely bright. 

3. 

Delightful land ; how blest 
Are they who reach thy shore ! 

They enter their Eternal Rest ; 
Nor sin, nor sorrow more. 

4. 

Be mine, that Land of Peace, 
When Bacca's vale is past ; 
When Faith, and Hope, fulfilled, shall cease. 
And Love be first, and last ! 
May, 1838. 



HAPPINESS. 

*Tis not a plant of earthly growth. 
By dust and ashes fed — 

It will not fructify amidst 
The dying and the dead ! 

2. 

It wears no bloom, it bears no fruit. 
To mortal touch, or taste ; 

Its odour cannot be inhaled 
'Till Jordan's waves are passed. 
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3. 

On that dark river's farther brink 

The glorious plant appears ; 
Unscathed by sin's polluting breath, 

Uustained by sorrow's tears. 

4. 

There — only there, it should be sought. 
Enriched with spotless flowers ; 

For there alone it can be found. 
In Eden's blissful bowers. 

These lines were written on the 6th January, '41, under 
the pressure of illness.* 



LINES COMPOSED UNDER THE HAPPY AND GLORIOUS 
IMPRESSION OF IMMEDIATE DEATH. 

Heavenly Father-^Eing of kings ! 

Take me to Thy tender breast :— 
Under Thine Almighty wings 

Let me find eternal rest I 



2. 

Jesus ! — faithful to Thy word, 

Thou hast been my strength and stay : 

Blest Redeemer — glorious Lord— • 
In Thine arms I pass away ! 
Pass from night to endless day ! 

March 6, '41. Half-past Twelve o'clock, m.d. 



• Note [I.] 
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1. 

Oh what peace and joy I find 
While the Saviour fills my mind : 
While His calm and strong control 
Cheers and regulates my soul ! 

2. 

When my thoughts firom Jbbus stray. 
When His image fades away ; 
Then my purest pleasures cease ; 
Sin returns, and mars my peace. 

3. 

Hasten, Lord ! that blissful hour. 
When, thro' Mercy's quickening power. 
Thou alone shalt fill my breast ; 
Heal its griefs, and give it rest. 

4. 

Then, this pilgrimage will seem 
Only as a doubtful dream ; 
Or a dreary desert past, 
Leading to my Home, at last ! 



Oct. 23, '41. 



TO MY SENIOR SISTEB. 



I dreamed of youth— of hope, and sunny bowers*- 
I dreamed of love, and light, and fragrant flowers — 
I dreamed of one who loved me long and well ; 
Of thee, my dear and distant Isabel ! 
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2. 

Fair, frail, and fleeting vision of the past— 
Too bright to trace — too thrilling long to last- 
Emblem of life, and all things here below ; 
A passing vapour, and a painted show ! 

1842. 



[farewell to earth.] 

Farewell to Earth, and Time, 

By me miloved ! 
Their penalties and pains 

I long have proved. 

2. 

Soon, soon, in dark eclipse 
These eyes shall set ; 

And then my spirit's woes 
It will forget. 

3. 

Before Immanuel's throne 

I shall awake ; 
And in His outspread arms 

Sure refuge take. 

4. 

Already mounts my soul 

To His abode — 
And in the light of Truth 

Beholds her God ! 



/ 
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HIS NAME IS, LOTE. 

How beaatifol in youth to give 
The soul to Him by whom we live ; 
In whom we ought to live and move. 
Whose gift is, life ; whose name is, Love ! 

2. 

Sublime it is, when youth is flown. 
And health, and human joys, are gone ; 
To lean on Him, our heavenly Guide, 
Nor hope, nor trust, in aught beside. 

3. 

Thou, great Immanuel, God in man ! 
Be mine, thro' life's uncertain span : 
Be mine, 'till Death shall set me free 
From all that separates from Thee, 

4. 

The waning hours — ^the stormy waste — 
The gloomy gulf will soon be pass'd ; 
And, then, the ransomed soul will shine 
Above the stars, in Light divine ! ! 

I forget the exact date of the preceding lines ; they were 
written previous to Feb. 8, '42.* 



"the spirit's wings." 

Eternal Father ! why 

Didst Thou forbid my flight ? 
I thought to soar on high 

Above the shades of night. 



[* Anniyersary of her birth.] Ed. 
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Since then my "spirit's wings" 
Have lost their buoyant power ; 

And earthly matter clings 
To eabb^ since that sad hour. 

2. 

Ob, Father ! speed the time 

When, perfected by Grace, 
In righteousness sublime 

I shall behold Thy face ! 
That vision to enjoy. 

That presence to adore. 
Shall all my powers employ 

When Time exists no more ! 



Depressed. Feb. *43. 



ANTINOU8. 



The seal of Death is on that rigid brow ; 

The eyes of flesh are closed, in endless night — 
Where is their flashing intellectual light ? 

Where is that high, impassioned spirit now ? 

2. 

Thus closes life — and this the doom of all — 
As cold, as dim, as motionless, as thine. 
Shall be this brow, these eyes, this heart of mine. 

Within the coflin's hold— beneath the spreading pall. 



There is a refage for the broken-hearted — 
A rest eternal, in the courts above ; 

A solace, there, for youth land health departed ;— 
Unfading beauty, and unfailing Love ! 
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2. 

No taint of Sin is there — nor touch of sorrow- 
Where beams of Righteousness serenely shine :< 

Night is not there — ^but, one unclouded morrow ; 
Wisdom and power in Unity divine ! 

Mar, 17, '46. 



Oh, Thou creating and redeeming Power, 
Whose sov'reign Will informed this feeble frame ; 

In Nature's final and most awful hour 
Enable me to bless Thy holy Name ! 

2. 

Grant me the solemn summons to obey. 
In penitence, in patience, and in Faith :— 

Be Thou my Light, along the narrow way ; 
My Guide and Guardian thro' the vale of Death ! 

1846. 



WRITTEN ON, OR NEAR TO, MY ANNIVERSARY:^ 
MOURNING, NOT MURMURING. 

Too late, for health or happiness to me ; 

Too late, for wealth, or unbought amity ! 

Too late, for love and care unwisely given : 

Too late, for Earth-— but, not too late for Heaven ! 



Pure effluence of unearthly Love, 

Soul of my soul ! how soon shalt thou 

Expatiate in the Courts above ; 
And cease from all that pains thee now ! 
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2. 

How 8001)^ before the shining Throne, 
Where Father, Son, and Spirit meet ; 

Shalt thou receive the purchased crown, 
And lay it at Immanuel's feet ! 

Jan. 6, '56. (Epiphany). 



[Found in an old needle-case !J Agitating afflictions, like 
the flux and reflux of the sea, cast out mire and dirt ; sweep 
its troubled bosom ; refine the affections ; and purify the 
soul. Take courage ! O my soul : for, yet a little while, and 
sin is no more—and sorrow is no more — and temptations are 
no more — and troubles are no more — and time is no more ! 
But yet a little while, and Love, and Light, and Liberty, and 
joy, and glory — ^in a word, God and all His fulness ; are 
thine, for ever ! 
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PART V. 

[The MS. whence the following are copied seems to have 
been a sort of common-place book.] 



Confucius, the Chinese philosopher, was bom b.c. 550* 
He married early in life ; had one son ; and at the age of 
thirty separated from domestic ties, an^ devoted himself to 
study, and to what he deemed the attainment of moral truth. 
History and politics also engaged his attention ; and temples 
are still dedicated to his memory in China. The descendants 
of Confucius include, at this time, about 40,000 individuals, 
whereof the greater number are wealthy, and in high posi- 
tions. 



Lord Liverpool, from June, 1812, to April, 1827. 
Geerge Canning, from April, 1827, to Jan: 1828. 
Wellington, from Janua: 1828, to Novem: 1830. 
Earl Grey, from Nov. 1830, to July, 1834. 



In Drogheda, 1494, Sir Edw: Poynings held that Parlia- 
ment which first gave regulated laws to the Anglo-Irish :«- 
then passed the statute, called " Poynings' Act," referring 
the assembling of Lords and Commons in Ireland to the King 
and Privy Council in England. 
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The Peace of Breda, 1667:— of Ryswick, 1697:— of 
Utrecht, 1719 :— of Aix-la-Chapelle, 1748 :— of , 

1763:— of Paris, 1783:— of Amiens, 1801:— of Vienna, 1815. 
The cost of war, to England, from 1793 to 1815, amounted 
to seventeen or eighteen millions of money ; — to Emrope, four 
millions of men ! 



The Florentine Gallery was erected in 1537, under the 
auspices of Cosmo I., by George Yasari, a painter, architect, 
and historian. That section of the edifice called the Tribune, 
was added, under Francis, the first duke of the name, and 
eon tains, amongst innumerable master-pieces of art, four 
specimens of sculpture, unsurpassed by the efforts of ancient 
or modern times The Venus de Medici, equal, it is alleged, 
to that famous statue of the Cyprian Queen, by Praxiteles, in 
the Temple of Guidus, was designed and completed by 
ApoUodorus of Athens. Its height is four feet ten inches. 
The ApoUino, or Little Apollo, is ascribed to the same great 
sculptor, its characteristics being precisely similar. In height 
it measures four feet six inches. The Fawn, esteemed by 
Maffei as one of the finest statues of antiquity, is considered 
to be a work of Praxiteles. The head and arms were restored 
by Michael Angelo. The Wrestlers form^a group of sur- 
passing excellence in adaptation of attitude, forceful delinea- 
tion of the passions, and accuracy of anatomical development. 
They are attributed to difierent artists, about the age of 
Pericles. 



The 1st of May, 1170, was signalized in the annals of 
Ireland by the debarkation, in the Co. of Wexford, at Baggan- 
bun, of Robert FitzStephen, Hervey de Montmorency, David 
Barry, and Maurice Prenderghast. Soon afterwards came 
Raymond le Gros, Maurice Fitzgerald, and Richard de Clare, 
Earl of Chepstow. He married Eva, only child and heiress 
of M'Murrough, E. of Leinster. 
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In 1401, A.D., 804th year of the Hegira, was fonght the 
battle of Angora, between Bajazet, the Turk, and Timour, the 
Mongol : the former defeated.— [The story of his being shut 
up, and carried about in an iron cage, is doubtful.] 



Madame de Villars, mother of le Mareehal de Yillars, was 
born, according to credible authority, in 1624 (two years 
prior to the birth of Mad : de Sevign^). In 1679 she accom- 
panied her husband into Spain, a journey occasioned by the 
marriage of Cha: 2, the sovereign of that country, with 
Louise d'Orleans, niece of Louis 14« On the 24 June, 1076, 
she died, aged 82 ; leaving a series of familiar and entertain- 
ing letters. Mademoiselle d' Aubign^ born on the 27 Nov : 
1655, married the decrepid Scarron for a maintenance, at the 
age of 16. Her espousal to Louis 14 is yet a debateable 
occurrence. It is alleged to have taken place in 1687. She 
died, Apr: 15, 1719- [Madme. de Maiutenon.] 



Marie de Rabutin, born 5 of Feb: 1626 — married, at 18, 
the Marquis de Sevign^. She become a widow at 25 — de- 
voted herself to her son and daughter ; — and died, the brightest 
of a brilliant constellation, Apr : 18, 1696. 



Among the earliest works of Titian, is a portrait, in widow's 
attire, of Catarina, Queen of Cyprus. In 1490 she was com- 
pelled to abdicate, in favour of Venice ; and thence became 
an adopted daughter of St. Mark. A revenue of 8,000 
ducats, and the paradise of Asola among the Trevisan hills, 
indemnified Catarina for the cares and splendours of regnant 
royalty. 
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The Agora at Athens was placed between the Pnyx and the 
Acropolis. Its area was originally circular :— its purposes 
were cItIc and commercial. Within the circle were the Ba- 
sileus — a sort of consistorial court, — and the Council Hall, 
wherein assembled the Senate of 600. The Agora was entered 
between two long colonnades ; in juxta-position with which 
was the Poecil^, or painted Porch, adorned in fresco with 
details of Marathon. The disciples of Zeno made these pre- 
cincts their favourite resort ; and hence their denomination 
of Stoics^from the Porch or Poecile Stoa. 



The hero of the fourth Crusade was, in fact, Enrico Dan- 
dolo, elected by the Venetians to the dignity of Doge, in 
1 192, at the age of 84. His exploits, together with those of 
his companions in arms, are recorded, with an amazing accu- 
racy, by Geoffrey de Vilhardouin, Marshal of Champagne ; 
a faithful chronicler, and able diplomatist. In 1204, Con- 
stantinople, though not then captured, submitted to the dic- 
tation of the Franks ; and, in the same year, Dandolo died, 
aged 96. His remains were interred within the vestibule of 
St. Sophia, in a splendid sarcophagus, adorned with the ducal 
insignia and the emblems of St. Mark. 



Antipater, an Idumean, founded, under the auspices of 
Julius Csesar, the Herodian Dynasty in Judea. Herod the 
Great enforced the massacre of the Innocents, and rebuilt 
the second Temple, or greatly extended and beautified it. 
Herod Antipater caused the Baptist to be beheaded ; was 
deposed ; and died in Spain. Herod Agrippa martyrised the 
Apostle James ; — and, inflated with adulation, died a noisome 
and most painful death. Herod Agrippa 2^, was the father 
of Berenice and Drusilla. Before him, Paul made his de- 
fence ; and with him closed the Herodian race, at a period 
long subsequent to the destruction of Jerusalem by the Roman 
armies under Titus. 



resolved the principles of all things into symmetries, and 
numbers; the soul, itself, he asserted, was composed of the 
quaternary, No. 4. 



That school of Metaphysics of which Kant was the chief 
Apostle, rejects the philosophy of Locke; and maintaioSi 
that Knowledge is not received through the senses. It asserts 
that the highest and deepest truths are revealed within the 
soul to, or by, a faculty transcending the ordinary lights <^ 
intellect ; and hence denominated '' Pure Reason." To this 
deity within, they hold that all perceptions of the True, the 
Beautiful, the Excellent, are revealed, in unconscious qiu- 
etude : — whereas, the agency of the Understanding, and its 
subordinates, the Senses, is limited to facts, and things ex- 
traneous—such as the Sciences, &c. This inward faculty, 
transcending mere intellectual perception, can never compete 
in popularity with the antagonism of Locke — I mean, that 
system, to which Transcendentalism is especially opposed. 
Theory, however imposing, can never satisfy. A healthy 
understanding requires that which analyses, compares, and 
demonstrates. 



The Church of England, as her grand foundation, derives 
all obligatory matters of Faith — all that is essential to sal- 
vation — from the Scriptures alone : — but she systematically 
resorts to the concurrent sense of the Church Catholic, both 
for, and in, the interpretation of the sacred text ; and for 
guidance in those matters of Religion which that text has 
left at large. In reply to the question, frequently pat, 
*^ What is the true Church ?" it may fairly be stated thus — 
'< That one Body of which the Visible Church consists, through 
apostolic and derivative Episcopacy ; — and the rejection of 
all Ecclesiastical Orders not emanating from that source. 



Mary Stuart, Queen of Scotland, born S Decern. 1542, 
-was executed on the 8 Feb. 1687 — aged 45 years and 2 
months ! 

Des Cartes was born in Touraine, at the close of the 
sixteenth century. He entered the army at an early age, and 
served under Maximilian of Bavaria. With that Commander, 
he was present at the battle of Prague, 1620 ; where, and 
when, the Elector Palatine sustained a signal defeat ; and 
during his period of service made most of those mathematical 
discoveries which render the name of Des Cartes respectable 
and illustrious. 

Leibnitz, born about the year 1646, was a Metaphysical 
Theorist, who dealt in the so-called sublime, rather than the 
demonstrative. When only 16, he originated the plan of an 
universal language ; reducing the elements of Thought to a 
sort of Alphabet, and assaying to represent and express the 
simplest ideas by a process of clear and intelligible combina- 
tions. Christina of Sweden was an admirer of Leibnitz, and 
corresponded with him. He died in 1716. His Royal and 
eccentric friend died at Rome. 

Margaret de Bretuil, Marchioness de Chatblet, was 
born 1706, and died 1749, She illustrated Leibnitz; and 
translated Sir Isaac Newton's works, with copious commen- 
taries. 

Seneca, a native of Cordova, was the son of a Roman 
Knight. His writings, strongly tinctured with the spirit of 
Christianity, were ranked by Jerome with those of the ortho- 
dox Fathers. 

Ludovico Caracci, born at Bologna, 1655 ; died of grief, 
1619. Annibal Caracci, his cousin, who painted the Farnese 
Gallery, died insane at Rome, 1609. 

Peter Paul Rubens, born at Cologne, 1577) died at 
Antwerp, 1604. Anthony Vandyke, born at Antwerp, 
1598, died in London, 1641. Poussin, born 1594, died, 
1605. 
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AN HEBREW HYMN. 



When Israel, of the Lord beloved, 

From forth the Land of Bondage came ; 
Her fathers' God before her moved. 

An awful Guide, in smoke and flame. 
By day, along the astonished lands 

A cloudy Pillar glided slow ;— * 
By night, Arabia's reddened sands 

Reflect the fiery column's glow. 

2. 

Then rose the choral Hymn of praise ; 

And trump and timbrel answered keen : 
And Zion's daughters poured their lays. 

With priest's and warrior's voice between. 
No portents now our foes amaze ; 

Forsaken Israel wanders lone : 
Our fathers, would not keep Thy ways. 

And Thou hast left them to their own ! 



As passports are examined with especial minuteness in 
frontier towns ; so, in the outskirts of Fashion, those persons 
who occupy uncertain settlements are most particular about 
external badges ; and can discern exclusive merit in their 
own costume, or mortal offence in that of others. They who 
occupy the debateable land of Society, are in constant ap- 
prehension of inroads from without. It is there, that slights 
are incessantly fancied from above, and intrusion as perpetu- 
ally feared from below ! 

M. A. D. 

Those usually styled " the Twelve Csesars '* : — Julius 
Caesar : Augustus : Tiberius : Caligula : Claudius : Nero : 
Galba : Otho : Yitellius : Vespasian : Titus : and Domitian. 



103 



THE MEMORIES OF YOUTH. 



Give me— oh give me back the days 
When I was fresh, and yoang ; 
And felty each coming hour, new consciousness of power. 

O happy, happy time, above all praise ! 
Then, thoughts on thoughts, and crowding fancies spring ; 

Finding a language in unbidden lays- 
Uninterrupted streams, from fountains ever flowing ! 

Then, as I wandered, free ; in every field, for me 
Its thousand flowers ever blowing ! 
A veil, thro' which I did not see — 

A thin veil-^o'er the world was throMm : 
In every bud, a mystery ; — 
Magic, in everything unknown ! 
The fields, the groves, the air, was haunted ; 
And all that Age has dis-enchanted ! 
Tes ! give me — give me back the days of youth — 

Poor — yet how rich — my glad inheritance, — 
The inextinguishable love of Truth, — 

While life's realities are all romance ! 
Give me — O give Youth's feelings unconfined ; 

The rush of Joy, that feels almost like pain : — 
Its hopes-^its love — its pwn tumultuous mind ! 
Give me my Youth again ! 

Faust. 



There's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's stream 

And the nightingale sings round it all the day long : 
In the time of my childhood, 'twas like a sweet dream 

To sit in the roses, and hear the birds' song I 
That bower, and its music, I never forget : — 

But, oh ! when alone, in the bloom of the year, 
I think — is the nightingale singing there yet T 

Are the roses still bright, by the calm Bendemeer ? 
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2. 

No^the roses soon withered that hang o'er the wave ; 

But some blossoms were gathered, while freshly they shone : 
And a dew was distilled from their flowers, that gave 

All the perfame of Sammer, when Summer was gone ! 
Thus Memory draws from Delight, 'ere it dies, 

An essence, that breathes of it many a year : — 
Thus, bright to my soul, as Uwas then to my eyes. 

Is that bower, on the banks of the calm fiendemeer ! 

Moore. 



The four Cardinal Signs. Aries — Libra— Cancer — Ca- 
pricorn. 

Louis Camoens, was born at Lisbon, 1517, of a noble but 
impoverished family. He studied at Coimbra, and sonoietimes 
appeared at Court; where, like Tasso, he becanoie passion- 
ately attached to a Lady of exalted rank, Catharine L'Ataida. 
Her sentiments towards the young student were problema- 
tical ; but occasioned their object to be exiled at Santarem. 
Subsequently, he devoted himself to his country, and the 
muses. In the Navy, he distinguished himself; and at 
Macao he planned his Poem, the Lusiad. Camoens was a 
satirist, and a spendthrift. His latter years were marked by 
poverty ; and closed in a public hospital ! Alas ! for Genius 
without Discretion ! 



When Norman William to our shores did come. 
Crew, Crocker, Copplestone, were all at home I ! 



The Manichsean doctrine consisted in a belief of two dis- 
tinct and discordant principles— each assaying to predominate 
in the visible Creation ;— denying the re-action, or mutual 
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reciprocity, of mind and matter. They taught, or vaguely 
endeavoured to teach, that man's probation consisted in the 
workings of spirit, irrespective of material agency ; — which 
last was abhorrent to, and equally beyond the reach of, any 
moral responsibility. 



EXPERIENCE. 

The seas are quiet, when the winds are o'er ; 
So, calm are we, when passions are no more : 
For then we know how vain it was to boast 
Of fleeting things, so certain to be lost ! 

2. 

Clouds of affection, from our younger eyes. 
Conceal that emptiness which Age descries : 
The soul's dark cottage, battered and decayed. 
Lets in new lights thro' chinks that Time has made ! 

3. 

Stronger, by weakness ; wiser, men become 
As they draw near to their eternal home : 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once thei/ view 
Who stand upon the threshold of the new I 

"Waller. 



Marguerite d'Angoul^me, the accomplished sister of 
Francis, the first of that name, King of France, was born 
1492; and, in 1509, married Charles, Due d'Alen^on, first 
Prince of the blood ; who died, 1525. She married, as her 
second husband, Henri d'Albret, King of Navarre ; and be- 
came motlier of Jeanne, who succeeded her father in that 
kingdom. In 1531, Jeanne d'Albret was born ; and in 1548 
she married Antoine de Bourbon ; and became the mother of 
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Henri, surnamed the *' Great," of France. Both mother ^mFi 
daughter were illustrious for shining talents, remarkable 
titude, and protection of the reformed Faith. 



Vanity is inscribed on every earthly pursuit — on all sub- 
lunary labour ; its materials, its instruments, and its objectSi 
will alike perish. The acquisitions derived from Religion 
are alone permanent ; and form a mystic enclosure, rescued 
from the empire of Change, and Death. This is '< the field 
which the Lord hath blessed ;" wherein the Lamb, from the 
midst of the Throne, will feed His flock, and replenish His 
elect thro' eternal ages. How high and awful an office is 
that which proposes to establish in the soul an interior domi- 
nion ; — to illuminate its powers with a celestial light ; and 
introduce it to an intimate, ineffable, and unchanging alliance 
with the Father of Spirits ! "What an honour to be em- 
ployed as the instrument of conducting that mysterious 
process, by which men are born of God ! — to expel from the 
heart the venom of the Old Serpent ; — to purge the con- 
science from invisible stains of guilt ; — to redeem the pas- 
sions from the bondage of corruption, and invite them to 
soar into regions of uncreated light and beauty ; to say to 
the prisoners, " Go forth !" — to them that are in darkness, 
" Shew yourselves !*' These are the fruits which arise from 
a successful discharge of the Christian ministry ; — these the 
effects of the Gospel, wherever it becomes the power of God 
unto salvation : — and the interests which they create, the 
joys which they diffuse, are felt in other and unending worlds ! 

K. Hali4« 



The Beni Rechab still exist, a distinct people, in number 
about 60,000. They dwell in the vicinity of Mecca ; boast 
of their descent from ** Jonadab the son of Rechab ;" pro- 
fess pure Judaism ; and speak the Hebrew language. State- 
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ments in reference to them, by Benjamin of Tudela in the 
1 2th century, are confirmed by recent travellers ; and to one 
dlstingaished it was asserted that <' there is not wanting a 
man to stand up fearlessly as a son of Rechab." 



A sound economy, is a sound judgment brought into ac- 
tion ; — it is calculation realized ; — it is the doctrine of pro- 
portion reduced to practice, foreseeing consequences, and 
guarding against them ; — it is expecting contingencies, and 

being prepared for them. 

Hannah More. 



Mindy is that part of our being which thinks, and wills ; 
reasons, and remembers. Thro' the corporeal senses it holds 
intercourse with external and visible things, and also receives 
impressions from them. The term, Mattery applies to a 
certain combination of properties, or to certain substances 
known to the senses by their properties ; which are Solidity, 
Extension, and Divisibility. 



Hannah More died Sep. *33 — aged, 87. 
Madame D'Arblay died Jan. 6, '40 — aged, 87. [Miss 
Burnet.] 

Philip 2d. of Spain : succeeds 1556. 

Philip 3d. 1597. 

Philip 4th 1621. 

Charles 2d. 1665. 

Philip 3th of Anjou 1700. 

Ferdinand 6th 1746. 

Charles 3d. 1759. 

Charles 4th 1788. 

Ferdinand 7th 1808. 

Isabella 2d. .- 1833. 
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William Tyndall, born at Nibbling, Gloucestershire^ 1484 ; 
was educated at Oxford. At Antwerp, he published his 
translation of the Scriptures ; and, near the latter city was 
committed to the flames, Oct. 6, 1536. 



A PERSIAN SONNET. 

Think not that e'er my heart can dwell 

Contented, far from thee ! 
How should the captive nightingale 

Enjoy tranquillity ? 
Ah, then, forsake tby Friend for nought 

That slanderous tongues can say ! 
The heart that fixes where it ought 

No power can rend away ! ! 



William Wilber force was born Aug: 24, 1759: was re- 
turned for Hull, 1 780 : devoted twenty years to the advocacy 
of Negro emancipation : and died July 29, 1833. 



How dear to me the hour when daylight dies, 
And sunbeams melt along the summer sea ! 

For then, soft dreams of other days arise ; 

And Mem'ry breathes her vesper sigh to thee I 



2. 



And, as I watch the line of light, that plays 

Along the smooth wave toward the burning West, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays, 

And think 'twould lead to some bright isle of rest ! 
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The battle of Fontenoi, fatal to the English and Allies^ was 
fought 30th April, 1745 .—their dead amounted to 12,000: 
Battle of Bannocburn, 25 June, 1014. Bat. Poictiers, 
Sep: 19, 1356: — Dettingen, June 16, 1743: — Marengo, 
June 14, 1800.— Battle of Lodi, May 10, 1796:— Battle of 
Copenhagen, April 2, 1801. Bastille, in Paris, destroyed 
July 14, 1789. Massacre of the Swiss Guards, at the Theuil- 
leries, Ap: 10, 1792: Robespiere beheaded, July 28, 1794; 
aged 35 years. In person, that composite monster vfSiB 
diminutive — measuring 5 feet, 3 inches : — cruel, hypocritical, 
and ferocious; a sentimentalist — a lover of Ossian, and of 
Dress ! He re-established the worship of a Supreme Being ; 
and professed to admit the soul's immortality. He was 
guillotined on the Place Louis Quinze — the spot where, in 
the preceding year, had been executed Louis 16th and Marie 
Antoinette ! 



The Irvingites profess to have received a direct intimation 
of the Divine purposes — amongst which is the restoration of 
a four-fold ministry ; including Prophets, Apostles, Evan- 
gelists, and Pastors. They are confiding Millenarians. 



The date of Charles-Edward's, the young Pretender's, 
birth, is uncertain. His mother was a daughter of Sobieski, 
King of Poland — called the Liberator — and a personal friend 
of Maria Lecziuski, Queen of Louis 15th of France. The 
last Laic of the Stuart line, married a Princess of Hesse 
Darmstadt. He died, January 30, 1781; attended by the 
Beverends McCormac, two Irish priests; — and left ouq 
daughter, the Duchess of Albany, and wife of Alfieri. 
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The battle of Clontarf was fought on Easter Sunday^ 1014. 
BrieD, the monarch, and leader of the Irish armies, died, 
some say was slain, at the victorious close of the combat — 
aged 88. He was a Warrior, a Legislator, aud a Patriot. 



Michael Angelo, born 1474 ; died, 1558. Tradition states 
that he became the impassioned but hopeless worshipper of 
the youthful daughter of Lorenzo di Medici, his patron. 
Lugia was younger than the mighty artist by two years. She 
died in youth and purity ; — loved, mourned, and an-married ! 

Milk, the type of all aliment, includes four stamina! prin- 
ciples — water, sugar, albumen, and oil. 



Klopstock, the sublime poet of Germany, was introduced 
to Meta — that is to say — Margaret Schmidt, in 1751. They 
married: and in 1754, she died in her confinement. At 
Ottensen, near Hamburg, is her tomb, inscribed thus— 
" Seed sown by God to repose for the Harvest.** After a 
widowhood of twenty-five years, Klopstock re-married ; and 
died, 1813 ; aged 86. His remains were laid beside those of 
his only beloved Meta. 



MEMORY. 



" Those registers of objects and occurrences, formed in the 
course of life : those dark and distinct tablets, resulting from 
recitings and readings : those innumerable words of many 
languages, understood by the same individual : that system 
of facts belonging to the circuit of many sciences, and pre- 
served in a single human brain ; always ready for use, and 
prepared to exhibit themselves intuitively to the individual : 
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— where do they all live, in this narrow space> in this emal- 
sive mass? What part has matter-^that is to say« water, 
albumen, and cerebral fat — in the sublime activity ; which, 
nevertheless, cannot exist without it ; and which, thro' its 
least derangement, is altered or completely lost ! If we are 
seized with admiration while pursuing the doctrines of Astro- 
nomy, and contemplating the Universe with all its countless 
and revolving Worlds ; so must our admiration not be less, 
while contemplating that Organ within us, thro* whose 
agency man has succeeded in comprehending that greatness ; 
— in calculating those laws which govern the motions of 
Worlds ; — in subduing the Elenftents, and making the powers 
of Nature his subordinates." 

Berzelius, on Animal Chemistry. 



Unitarianism has been styled the democracy of religion. 
Its creed makes fewer demands on Faith, or imagination, 
than that of any other Christian sect. Appealing to human 
reason in every step of its progress, it narrows the compass 
of Miracles, and enlarges that of Demonstration. Its fol- 
lowers are less bigoted than other religionists, because they 
are less enthusiastic. An Unitarian takes nothing for granted, 
but the absolute and full efficiency of his own reason. He 
is not a fanatic, but a dogmatist ; — and admits of no distinc- 
tion between the incomprehensible and the untrue ! 

M. A. D. 



Mary Anne Lepage was born at Rouen, 22 Novem : 1710, 
or 12. Her marriage was, like that of Elizabeth Rowe, au 
alliance of kindred minds. If she possessed genius, M. du 
Bocage was also gifted with taste, and a sound judgment. 
The, Columbiade, an epic poem, together with letters from 
England, Holland, and Italy, established for Madame a high 
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reputatioD, and honorary membership with many liienij 
societies. She died at an advanced age, about 1800. 

Chaucer, born in London, 1328 : died, at 72 ; 1400. 

Catherine di Medici, mother of three Sovereigns of France, 
died 5 Janaary, 1589* 



" Since there are so many copies of the Scriptures, with 
infinite variations of reading : since a letter, an accent, a 
parenthesis, may much alter the sense : since some passages 
have divers literal, spiritual, mystical, and allegorical mean- 
ings: since there are so many tropes, viz: metonymies, 
hyperboles, ironies, and similies, of which it is scarcely pos- 
sible to decide on the right interpretation : since the ordinary 
means of expounding Scripture — such as searching the ori- 
ginals, conference of places, parity of reason, analogy of 
faith — are all uncertain and very fallible to our imperfect 
reasoning and limited apprehension : — he that is wisest to 
expound in all probability of a safe result, will be very far 
from confidence ; — because every one of these causes, and 
many more, are like so many degrees of improbability and 
uncertainty : — all tending to depress the finding out of truth 
amidst such a series of mysteries, and amongst so many 
awful and acknowledged difficulties," 

Jeremy Taylor. 



O Thou ! whose power o'er moving worlds presides ; 

Whose voice created, and whose wisdom guides : — 

On darkling man in pure effulgence shine. 

And cheer his clouded mind with light divine ! 

'Tis Thine, alone, to calm the anxious breast 

With silent confidence and holy rest : — 

From Thee, great Power, we spring — to Thee we bend ; — 

Path, Motive, Guide, Original, and End ! 

Samuel Johnson. 
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ImoDg the many remarkable women who adorned or dis- 
;ced the 17th century^ one of the most distingaished, by 
ise and by censure, was Mary Anne Schurman, She is 
:ed to have been born at Cologne, 1607 ; and to have died 
V.ltona^ 1678 : a sort of female Crichton. She had learned 
ilve different languages, four of which she wrote with per- 
;uity and ease. She excelled in music and painting ; was 
ractical engraver ; and included amongst her correspond- 
i the most subtle and celebrated controversialists of her 



FOKTITDDE. 

When Fate in angry mood has frown'd. 
And gathered all her storms around ; 

The sturdy Romans cry 
The great would be released from pain, 
Falls on his sword, or opes a vein, 

And bravely dares to die ! 

2. 
But, know ; beneath life's heavy load. 
In sharp affliction's thorny road, 

'Mid thousand ills that grieve ; 
When dangers threaten — cares infest- 
When friends forsake, and foes molest ; 
'Tis braver, far, to Live ! 

Martial, 



THE DORMANT ROSE. 

Child of the Summer, charming Rose ! 

No longer in confinement lie :— 
Arise to light — thy form disclose— 

Rival the spangles of the sky ! 
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2. 

The rains are gone, the storms are o'er ; 

"Winter retires before thy sway ; — 
Come then, thou sweetly-blushing flower — 

Come, lovely stranger — come away ! 

Casimir, 



Tiie word "Mathematics** derives from the Greek verb, 
** Manthano " (to learn), and originally applied to learning in 
general. Afterwards it was restricted to the study of what 
are now designated " the exact sciences ;" and was thus used 
in reference to Arithmetic, Geometry, and Astronomy, by 
Plato and Aristotle. According to Lord Bacon, Mathematics 
are either pure or mixed — Geometry, treating of quantity 
continued — Arithmetic, of quantity discovered. Mixed Ma- 
thematics include Mechanics, with numberless etcetera ; and 
Astronomy, plane, nautical, and physical ; — which last is 
sometimes denominated, *' Celestial Mechanics." 

M. A. D. 



One of the few remarkable events of 1788, was the im- 
peachment of Warren Hastings, Ex-Governor of India, 13th 
February: was acquitted 25 April, 1795 ; died at Dalesford, 
22nd August, 1818, aged 85. 



Elizab : Carter, b. 1717 ; d. 1806. Anna Seward, b. 1747 ; 
d. 1809. Hester Chapon, b. 1717; d. 1801. 

Madlle. Neckar, born in Paris, 1766 ; married Baron de 
Stael, 1786 ;— M. Rocca, 1810. Died, July, 1817. 

Felicite Stephanie, born, 1746. A Canoness of Aix at 
four years old! — Married Count de Genlis at seventeen ; 
became governess to the Due de Chartres, 1782; visited 
England, 1791 ; died, 1830. 
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JohaDna Baillie^ niece to J. and W. Hunter — was born at 
Both well, 1782; died at Hampstead, 1850, after years of 
respectable retirement. Theodore Hook ; born, ^— • ; died, 
1841. 

Maria Theresa; born, 1717; married, 1736, Francis 
Stephen, of Lorraine, afterwards Emperor of Gerpiany. 

The "Pragmatic Sanction," 1731, admitted females to the 
Imperial throne of Germany. Maria Theresa, Empress, died 
1780. 

John Hampden was born in London, 1594 ; married hap- 
pily, 16 19* Opposed the levying of ship-money, and all 
other unconstitutional imposts ; and, together with Oliver 
Cromwell, was prevented by Charles 1st from emigrating to 
Connecticut. He took military service under the Parliament ; 
and was mortally wounded on Sunday, 18 June, 1643. He 
died on the 24th of the same month. 

The most remarkable era of Luther's career was that 1 7th 
day of April, 1521, when the Imperial Diet assembled at 
Worms. Thereat presided the Emperor, Charles 5 th, assisted 
by one Arch-Duke, six Electors, twenty-seven Dukes, five 
Margraves, two Landgraves, and Archbishops and Bishops — 
in all, numbering 206. Luther was born 10 November, 
1483. 



Leonardo da Vinci ; born, 1452 ; died, 1522. 

Raffaelli ; b. 1483 ; d. on Good Friday, day of his birth, 
1520. 

Corregio ; b. 1492 ; d. 1534. Titian ; b. 1480 ; d. 1576. 

Salvator Eosa; b. 1615; d. 1673. Velasquez, b. about 
1660. 

MuriUo; b. at Seville, 1618; d. 1682. 



116 



THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE, ON THE FIELD OF 

BATTLE AT CORDNNA. 

By the Re?. Charles Wolfe. 

Not a drum was heard, not a funeral not 3 
As his corse to the rampart we harried ; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O'er the grave where our Hero we buried. 

2. 

We huried him darkly, at dead of night. 
The sods with our bayonets turning : 

By the struggling moonbeam's misty light. 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

3. 

No useless coffin enclos'd his breast. 

Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him : 

But he lay, like a Warrior taking his rest — 
With his martial cloak around him ! 

4. 

Few and short were the prayers we said ; 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow : 
But we steadfastly gazed on the face of the dead. 

And we bitterly thought of the morrow ! 

5. 

We thought, as we hoUow'd his narrow bed. 
And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe, and the stranger, would tread o'er 
his head ; — 
And we far away on the billow ! 
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6. 

Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone, 
And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him — 

But little he'll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him! 

7. 

But half of our heavy task was done, 

When the clock struck the hour for retiring : 

And we heard the distant and random gim 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

8. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory : 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone. 
But we left him alone with his glory ! 



"WATERLOO. 

There was a sound of revelry by night ; 

And Belgium's Capital had gathered then 
Her Beauty and her Chivalry ; and bright 

The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men ; 
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when 

Music arose in its voluptuous swell. 
Soft eyes look'd love to eyes which spake again ; 

And all went merry as a marriage-bell ; — 
But. hush ! hark ! a deep sound strikes, like a rising knell ! 

Did ye not hear it ? — No ; 'twas but the wind. 
Or the car rattling o'er the stony street : 

On with the dance ! let joy be unconfined ! 
No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet 

To chase the glowing hours with flying feet — 
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But, hark ! — that heavy sound breaks in once more, 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat ! 
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before ! 
Arm ! arm ! it is — it is — the cannon's opening roar ! 

Ah ! then and there was hurrying to and fro ; 

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress : 
And cheeks all pale, which, but an hour ago. 

Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness ! 
And there were sudden partings ; such as press 

The life from out young hearts ! and choking 
sighs 
Which ne'er might be repeated. Who could guess 

If ever more should meet those mutual eyes ; 
Since, upon night so sweet, such awful morn could rise ! 

And there was mounting in hot haste ; the steed, 

The mustering squadron, and the clattering car. 
Went, pouring forward with impetuous speed. 

And swiftly forming in the ranks of war : 
And the deep thunder peal on peal, afar. 

And near, the beat of the alarming drum. 
Roused up the soldier 'ere the morning star ! 

While throng'd the citizens, with terror dumb. 
Or whispering, with white lips — ** The foe ! they come ! 
they come !" 

And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves, 

Dewy with Nature's tear-drops, as they pass ; 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves. 

Over the unreturning brave — alas ! 
Ere evening to be trodden like the grass. 

Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 
In its next verdure ; when this fiery mass 

Of living valour, rolling on the foe. 
And burning with high hope, shall moulder, cold and low ! 

Byron. 
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This world is all a fleeting show. 

For man's illusion given : 
The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe, 
Deceitful shine — deceitful flow : 

There's nothing true but Heaven ! 

2. 

And false the light on Glory's plume, 

As fading hues of Even : 
And Love, and Hope, and Beauty's bloom, 
Are blossoms gathered for the tomb : 

There's nothing bright but Heaven ! 

3. 

Poor wanderers of a stormy day. 

From wave to wave we're driven : 
And Fancy's flash, and Reason's ray. 
Serve but to light the troubled way : 
There's nothing calm but Heaven ! 

Moore. 



Time is very precious — a talent for which I must account, 
at the bar of God, It is not to be believed how much those 
will be found to have gained at the end of the year, who are 
accustomed to work up the little odds and ends and remnants 
of leisure ; who value time even more than money : and who 
are convinced that minutes are no more to be wasted than 
pence ! If ever you are tempted to waste an hour, go, and 
ask a dying man what he would give for that hour which you 
are throwing away : — and, according as he answers, do you 
act / 
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PART VI. 

[Letters, &c.» mostly on religious subjects, up to 1850.] 



September 19, 1837. — Yesterday, my dear,* was the fourth 
anniversary of our mother's interment — a day much to be 
remembered, on ifvhich we last beheld that form and those 
features most dear to us from infancy. I feel it a duty here 
to entreat that, at length, you will cease to grieve; to in- 
dulge in sorrowful reminiscence ; to nourish an unjust and 
undermining sentiment of self-reproach. Let these by both 
be burled ; let us obey the Apostolic injuction, " Forgetting 
those things that are behind, and reaching to those that are 
before, let us press forward towards the mark of our high 
calling I" Let us even now, from beneath and around us, fix 
the eyes of Faith on things above, where Jesus, our Jesus, at 
the right hand of the Father, ever liveth to make intercession 
for us ! How short the interim which separates the Re- 
deemer from His own elect I how frail our tenure of the 
spirit's tenement I and, when it falls, the enfranchised tenant 
shall arise ; — rise in His spiritual likeness, and be satisfied 
with it ! 

The interest you take in my health is characteristic. Soul 
and body have endured much, for their sensitive and sentient 
constitution ; yet I live on, without doctors, or drugs ; with 
little credence, and less sympathy. Glorious day ! when the 
spirit's wings shall be re-plumed, and re-invigorated ! when 
this opaque and attenuated body shall be transformed into a 
spiritual, a transparent body ! 

* [Alithea-Maria ] 
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***** of whose alarming illness you must have 
heard, is progressing towards complete recovery. Two 
months since, his case was considered hopeless ; and, think- 
ing it so himself, he desired to speak with me * * * * 
his promises of amendment, should life be spared, most 
affecting, and seemingly sincere. I spoke, as faith inspires. 
The Spirit of Truth enabled me so to do. Well! he was with- 
drawn from the dark valley ; — and, alas ! alas j * * * * 
How dangerous, how doubtful is that which is significantly 
called a death-bed repentance I Now is the accepted time ! 

In due season I received a note from Peppard's Castle—- 
almost too redolent of love and joy ! May they be blessed ! — 
the reverend writer and his chosen bride. The billet is a 
model,* without being intended as such ; — graphic, animated, 
perspicuous; — and closing with a devout reference of all 
things — past, present, and future — temporal, spiritual, and 
eternal — to Him from whom descend every good and every 
perfect gift. 

And now, my dear, farewell. Believing all things, en- 
during all things, let our thoughts ascend to that state 
wherein all are immaculate, and pure as the angels of God ! 



"Wherefore lament the seeming expediency of your present 
sojourn ? Why dread the deteriorating influence of incidental 
and transitory association? The events which led to both 
appear to be providential ; and He who placed you in them, 
or at least permitted you to be so placed, even He, Jehovah, 
hath said, *< When thou passest through the waters, I will be 
with thee ; and when thou walkest through the fire, thou 
shalt not be burned !" Are there not antidotes against the 
efiTects of polluted and mephitic air ? Have we not heard of 

* [Affection for an only brother must excuse a too partial judgment.] 

I 
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amulets and talismans, morally and physically applied? And 
shall a believer doubt the preventing efficacy of Grace, the 
vital power of Truth, in the convicted, converted, and con- 
fiding soul ! Sin, you will — sorrow, you may, and ought;— 
but, never despond ! do not even doubt Doubt is disease, 
and disease is premonitory of death. Twenty years have 
rolled away since the eyes of my mind were opened by the 
finger of Truth. That interval has been the most guilty of 
my life ; being tested by the Law, and the letter of it, which 
killeth. I have mourned thereat — I have groaned in the 
spirit, and wept in the flesh ; — but, for one moment, I have 
not doubted ; — therefore I live ; — and that life which is iu 
me, is by faith in the Son of God ! — Extract from a letter to 
my dear Alithea M., Jan. 1st, 1838. 

Tou rate my abilities as others have done ; — that is to say, 
you greatly over-rate them. Memory, sensibility, and ima- 
gination do not constitute genius : — too often they are found 
to paralyse it. True genius is irrepressible ; hence I never 
fell into the error of its fancied possession. A student of 
Self from early childhood, and scrupulously judging of that 
Self by comparing it with others, I fell perhaps into an error 
equally fatal to success. I under-rated, and under-valued, 
my actual powers. 

And now that the day is far spent, and the night is at 
hand ; now that my treasure is iu heaven ; and my heart, 
through grace, is also there ; why should I regret that my 
earthly course has been an obscure one ? — that would, indeed, 
be to falsify the dicta of Truth itself ! The stream of life 
flows on ; — -I see its ripplings, and its foamings ; — I hear its 
jnurmurings, and its rushings. I gaze, and listen. I medi- 
, tate, and moralize : reconciled to my position as a mere 
spectator ! The world passes on, and passes away : — the 
wealthy and the ambitious; the literary and the scientific; 
the grave and the gay. I was its votary once ; and wished 
to shine in one at least of its attractive orbits. Yes! — I 
wished to have a name—- to form one point in a shining 
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galaxy ; — but it was not to be ! — and coarser and firmer 
xiinds were suffered to grasp the substance, while I dreamed 
:>ver and refined away the shadow ! 



On this 8th of Feb : '38, I close a year, which by some is 
celebrated as a jubilee. While reviewing that wide expanse 
3f time which, receding from the present, seems to mingle 
mth the dawn of memory, a torrent of ideas rushes through 
ny brain — a spring-tide of tender affections flows warmly 
:brough my heart. How diversified are the changing phases 
)f fifty years ! How many sins, how many sorrows, accom- 
3any their evolutions ! — to me, how many storms, and calms 
inversely few ; — furtive glimpses of sunshine, and heavy 
masses of shade ! ! 

All now is passed away : all now is changed : the reckless- 
ness of childhood, the waywardness of youth, the anxieties 
Df maturity ; and age begins in peace ! — the peace of God ; 
vrhich is felt, but cannot be expressed. Does that peace 
irise from the fruition of Hope, the reciprocation of Love, 
the gifts of Fortune, the enjoyments of Health, the attach- 
ment to my name of even a local notoriety ? The contrary 
3f all these is peculiarly my case ; and yet I can say — I do 
3ay, in sober sincerity, "The lot is fallen to me in a fair 
ground ; I have a goodly heritage !*' The Lord himself is 
my portion, and my deliverer. He found me in the desert ; 
He led me thro' the furnace ; He opened to my eyes the dark 
chambers of imagery ; He hath cut down all my gourds ; 
and of myself He hath made a barren stock — a withered 
tree. Oh, thou Father of mercy and God of all comfort, in 
all these things, and for all these things, I laud and bless 
Thy name ! I know, and I feel, that Thy judgments are 
right ; and that in love and in faithfulness Thou has suffered 
one of the least of Thy little ones to be afflicted ! 
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To Alithea. March, 1838. — Yoor letter is a gem — an A. of 
the writer may it be said by the Lord of Hosts, in that di.a^ 
when He maketh up His jewels — She is " Mine V* Mstmy 
thanks for the warm interest you take in my health — intellec- 
tual, spiritual, and physical. The latter has not suffered hy 
the exertion of the 9th inst. ;— 'at least in no extra measure :— 
but, in truth, I am debility personified; and seem but to 
cumber the earth. 

This week is to us both a season of multiform reminiscence; 
and what week, what day, is not so ? For me, I live with 
the distant and the dead. It may not be good for the spirits 
so to do ; — but it is good for the Spirit ; and, while the heart 
is lingering around the grave, and memory re-embodies the 
particles commingling there, the soul expatiates above the 
stars — recognizes, and seems to dwell with the departed. 

The departed ! — What were their precepts ; what was their 
example ? — such as inevitably result in an offensive iy)n-con- 
formity to the World. Our education was based on the 
immutable principles of moral rectitude; and, the World 
being decidedly a school of wrong, we shall not flourish 
therein, without a decided aberration from those principles- 
I know that the section of Society, self-called Religious, by 
trimming, and bordering, and compromising, succeeds in the 
World ; — they even make the Christian profession a ladder 
to mundane exaltation. It always has been — always will be 
so — until Mammon ceases to be the Idol of a Christian. 

Your notice of L's altered manner has elicited the fot®" 
going observations. L. is a silken saint, heartless and time- 
serving. Politeness and good-feeling induced my last visit 
to her ; — it has remained a final one, and is likely to remain 
so. I am not disposed or obliged to court society. I will not 
re-echo the shibboleth of a bigot, whether orthodox or heter- 
odox; — nor compromise truth, taste, or feeling, in order to 
avoid the cross of loneliness, or the imputation of oddity* 
My solitary hours are my best ; and they are many. Memory 
and books are my World : — Faith and Hope are my Heaven ! 
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Sometimes I weep — for I have sinned, and I have suffered. 
Hemembering mine affliction and my misery — the wormwood 
snd the gall — my soul is humbled within me : and then I 
£ elj oh, how deeply ! the assertion of the lamenting and jus- 
tifying Prophet, "It is of the Lord's mercies that we are not 
cousumcil ; because His compassions fail not ! They are new, 
every morning : great is His faithfulness T 

Marvel not, beloved, at the dereliction of worldlings ; but 
rejoice at it, in proof that you are not of their number, eten 
as He was not, whose disciples '* forsook Him, and fled." 
Tour talents are various, and well cultured: your faith is 
strong: your hope is bright; your name unblemished; our 
Xord Jesus, your real Friend, is unchanging — unchangeable ; 
—He is the same yesterday, and to-day, and for ever! 
Others leave us — all others we must leave : — let us then re- 
joice at being forsaken in any degree for His sake : let us, in 
good earnest, make Him, through the aid of the Spirit, our 
Alpha and Omega — our all in all ! 



" My sins have taken such hold upon me, that I am not 
able to look up. God be merciful to me, a sinner !*' How 
often — oh, how often — are these awful Scriptures on my lips ! 
-wrung from my inner soul by bitter conviction ! How often, 
as at this moment, do I find myself a prey to vain imagin- 
ings — to selfish regrets — to sensations and aspirings inimical 
to mental holiness ; subversive of mental strength. This 
avowal is not the rant of enthusiasm — an ebullition of passing 
excitement. It is a sober confession, a veracious illustration 
of that faithful and humbling assertion of the Prophet, ** The 
heart is deceitful above all things, and desperately wicked :— 
who can know it ?" 

Debility is my thorn in the flesh ; — imagination, and selfish 
sensitiveness, gilded by the name of Sensibility, are my 
thorns in the spirit ; — and how frequently, how fervently, I 
have prayed for their removal. Thou, God, only knowesti 
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They still abide, they wrestle still : — but, thro' Him whose 
grace is sufficient, they will not be permitted to prevail/ — 
they will be sanctified to His glory and my everlasting wel- 
fare. ** Make mine a clean heart, O Lord ; and renew a right 
spirit within me — wash me in Thy blood, and I shall be 
clean : — purify me by Thy Spirit, and 1 shall be whiter than 
snow !** — present Thyself as a God of Purity, as well as of 
Power ; so that on all my thoughts, words, and works, that 
precious motto may be inscribed, " Holiness to the Lord !" 

Wash, cleanse, and sanctify, my inmost heart ; 
A larger portion of Thy grace impart ! 
Oh, make Thy Truth on each dark spot to shine-— 
Pure, peaceful, passionless ; and wholly Thine. 

. A transcript of my thoughts and feelings, on the last day 
of August, 18 — . 



To Mrs. J , 1838. Your billet opens with a contra- 
diction to sentiments which I have heard you often and 
openly express : — sorrow and trouble do indeed abound, and 
exceed, in this world ; yet blessings — even temporal blessings 
— abound also. 

But I enter into your feelings at this time, as you have 
kindly and frequently entered into mine. I fain would we^ 
with you, and for you ;— but the fountain of my tears is 
apparently exhausted ; and now I can seldom weep. Let us 
both look upward : — let us behold, thro' the optics of Faith, 
that bright and blissful scene, where tears are wiped off all 
faces, and where sorrow and sighing shall flee away ! 

This morning I glanced my eye for the thousandth time 
over the opening verse of the 5 chap : 2 Corinth :— " We 
know, that, if our earthly house of this tabernacle were dis- 
solved, we have a building of God — a house not made with 
hands — eternal, in the Heavens." Is not this a most glorious 
assurance? Here the Apostle speaks, not by permission 
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only, as on some minor subjects : — he speaks by inspiration ; 
— he puts forth a sublime verity, by a figure equally familiar 
and intelligible ; — " We know " — we believe ; — the soul be- 
lieves it ; — the contrite and ravished heart receives and feels 
it. A Father's house — a Father, loving, long-sufifering, im- 
partial, all-powerful ! — a house, not built with hands ; — 
imperishable— nothing earthly, or of the earth, pertaining to 
it ; — nothing that saddens ; nothing that defiles ; — " eternal 
in the Heavens ": — sublime peroration ! It is the Empyrean, 
the Immaterial, the ever-during heavens ; — of which the un- 
fading, the purchased glories, can neither be imagined, nor 
described. 



June 18 : 1839. Dear Mrs. J , I quite forget the date 

of your last note ; but I do not forget its tenor. I now write 
simply to enquire after your own health and that of your 
dear invalid, who I earnestly hope is reviving in country air, 
beneath the genial sun of midsummer. You did wisely to 
retain him in his native temperature, beneath the maternal 
vising. The south of Spain seems beautiful in song — and may 
be so in fact ; its salubrity, too, is not unjustly vaunted; but, 
fatigue and excitement are inseparable from the transit ; and 
too often they accelerate that which they are intended to 
retard. May you be strengthened to endure : — for, like my 
own, your course, since first we met, has been one of endur- 
ance rather than of enjoyment. 

Receive my confessional : — at the close of 1838, 1 meant 
that our correspondence should close also. My distaste to 
writing increases ; and my incapacity, in an equal ratio with 
my distaste. But I find you will not give up a friend of 
thirty years' date ; and so you must take me as I am. Write 
at your convenience, and direct as usual ; for stiU I dwell in 
Mesech, and have my habitation among the tents of Eedar ! 
Say how M has sustained her trial ; and if my inte- 
resting kinsman F be yet called to the Bar, I did not 
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observe his name in the last catalogue : I trust it is written— 
yea, engraven — in the Book of Life ! 

Of m\ self, I have little to say, and wish to say but little. 
The traces of my severe accident have nearly disappeared, 
owing to my rejection of surgical and medical attendance, 
and my sole reliance on the efficiency of nature. How gra- 
cious to me has been the God of Nature, and of Grace ! I 
deemed myself irreparably injured — maimed for life. I cried 
unto Him in my trouble, and He hath delivered me oat of 
my distress. On the 2d inst. I was able to creep to church, 
to St. James's — where, more than half a century ago, my 
beatified mother; together with many connexions (remem- 
bered thro' her portraiture) were weekly accustomed to 
attend : — and now we may ask, with the Seer, where are 
they ? — for, on Earth, no trace of them remains, save the 
grey stone and very humble tablet. I looked around : — the 
building has lately been re-modified ; and, of all that once 
met the eyes of former worshippers, one only object remains 
as then beheld — a rude sepulchral inscription, recording the 
name, dignity, and demise, of a civic officer, at the dose of 
the 17th century. 

Yes! — where are they? or, rather, where is she? — my 
Parent, guide, philosopher, and Friend. Awful interroga- 
tion I Glorious reply — By Grace, thro' Faith, she now is, 
where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at 
Best. 



Her sun went down while it was yet day. This Thurs- 
day, the 26th of November, 1840, brings her* especially to 
my mind : — after a lapse of two-and-twenty years, the last 
scene of her temporal existenci^ is fresh and forcibly before 
me. She entered on her Eternal rest ! in her father's house ; 
in her mother's arms ; a sister to close her eyes ; a Christian 
friend to solace and assist. Her sun went down — her mom- 

[* Her sister, Jane.] 
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ing sun. She died in prime of youth ; beloved and loving to 
the last She died in fulness of Faith — well knowing in 
"Whom she believed, and fully persuaded of His willingness, 
and of His power, to keep that which she had committed to 
Him until the Great Day. 

On that Day, its date and accompaniments, who shall dare 
to decide ? Where are the rhapsodies of Mede — where are 
the speculations of Newton — where the evidences of Millen- 
narians, Pro and Post ! That Day will come ; for so it is 
-written; — but, further than this, knoweth no man. To 
many, the day is far spent : to many, the night is at hand ; — 
Believers, therefore, will watch unto prayer. To them is 
given the habit of readiness, added to the spirit of willingness. 
This is Thursday. On Thursday always falls the comme- 
moration of our Lord's ascent, to His Father, and our Father 
—to His God, and ours ! It is a " Day much to be remem- 
bered" — not merely by rubrical enactments, but by the 
prayers and praises — by the Apostolic works and Evange- 
lical faith, of Believers ! 



January 1, 1840. A day of exemption from bodily pain — 
a season of spiritual enjoyment and of intellectual light! 
Blessed be Thou, O Father of Spirits, for that power of mental 
insulation which, for three years past, hath enabled me to 
endure, as seeing Him that is Invisible. Blessed be Thou, 

God of mercy, for sparing me to this day, <'a brand snatched 
from the burning ;'* able and willing to record Thy forbear- 
ing mercy and Thy redeeming Love ! 

Among rescued and ransomed sinners, for whom Immanuel 
died and rose again, not one can be found more deeply a 
debtor than myself: not one should be found, more humbly, 
more earnestly to exclaim, " It is of the Lord's mercies that 

1 am not consumed; because His compassions fail not I 
They are new, every morning : grecU is His faithfulness !" 
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The desires of my soul are unto Thee, O Thou that dwell- 
est in the Heavens ! Its hopes, its convictions, its anticipa- 
tions, inspired by Thee, re-ascend, in contemplation of Thine 
Essence ; and soon, very soon, they will commingle with it. 
Eye hath not seen — ear hath not heard — fancy hath not 
painted — the glories of that sublime scene which succeeds the 
Believer's transit ; which infidels denounce ; which heathens 
mystify ; and » hich Christians alone can realize. 



February 1840. Dear Madam. The sermon, and 

accompanying memoir, are herewith returned. They are 
creditable to the talents and the sensibility of their Author. 

The materials for the memoir are few, and commonplace: 
deriving their chief interest from the enthusiastic esteem of 
recording friendship. The sermon is, indeed, a very attractive 
composition : brilliant in style : glowing with ardour of feel- 
ing ; and ingenious, if not faithful, in illustration ; it fails in 
one point alone — the " one thing needful " — namely, a ma- 
nifestation of Christ Jesus, as the Life, as well as the light, 
of the world. 

It has often been stated, that the doctrines of Unitarianism 
are peculiarly accordant with human reason, and harmonize 
most happily with the analogy of Nature. With polemical 
speculations I have nothing to do : I stand on the ground of 
Scripture, and experience; — both of which testify, that a 
Crucified Redeemer is the Alpha and Omega of Christianity. 
The doctrine of Atonement is a key-stone — ^yea, the very 
top-stone, set by Jehovah on the arch of Truth ! 

May you and I hold fast this precious doctrine ! — may we 
hold it with the tenacity of conviction, yet with that charity 
towards dissentients — that evangelical charity — which re- 
vileth not, yet never faileth. Let us pray for the unenlight- 
ened, and for the obstinate ; — remembering that, but for the 
intervention of Divine grace, we should have incurred the 
sane condemnation. Believe me to be, faithfully your's. 
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'42, Sth of May. The most remarkable Rainbow I ever 
noticed is at this moment, half-past four, p.m. fast melting 
from the heavens, and apparently merging in the deep and 
darkling waters ! About one-third of the wondrous Arch 
seems in radiant completeness. Its base yet rests on the 
horizon ; its various and glorious tinting is yet distinguishable 
-—blue, yellow, violet, cerulean green, rich amber, and that 
compound colouring, that external finish, which, to the rain- 
bow of the sea, is almost and peculiarly exclusive. And now, 
even as I write, the lovely phenomenon becomes fainter and 
yet more faint : — it fades ; it disappears : — a pale flush of 
purple, and rose-colour, and azure, just indicates what had 
been ; and soon the waters will roll colourless, beneath a 
murky sky. Emblem of Mercy and of Truth — pledge of 
Pardon, and token of Peace ; in thee, the Sceptic sees but 
the effect of casual arrangements and inevitable combina- 
tions : — in thee the Believer contemplates one amongst a thou- 
sand other proofs of an originating Cause — unoriginated, 
independent, and unchanging ! 

The heavens declare the glory of God — sublime in unmea- 
sured space, and matchless in incommunicable beauty ! 
Beyond them. Faith and Fancy penetrate : — >• yond them, 
expand the regions of Mind and Immortality : — there, matter 
cannot exist ; neither Sin, its inseparable compeer. There, 
Love can never, never be mistaken ; and memory can agonize 
no more; for memory, as connected with sublunar things, 
would cause heaven itself to be defiled. Bliss, is the atmos- 
phere of Deity : — in Bliss, the redeemed expatiate : — sense, 
self, and suffering, are forgotten quite ; — and wisdom, love, 
and power, are all in all ! ! 



May 31, *42. Dear Miss R Accept my plain un- 

varnished thanks for your amicable enquiries, of which the 
sincerity is tested by my unimportance. Change of air has 
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failed to effect any improvement in my health. The barniig 
back, and arms, still seem to realize, and literalize, that awful 
sentence (Ps. 21, 9) '' He shall make of them a fiery oven in 
the day o His wrath !"***♦* but I do not 
suffer acute pain, save at long intervals, from rheumatism in 
the head. This is a blessed exemption, for which I desire 
to le most grateful. Before the commission of further 
egotism, allow me to offer my cordial congratulations on 
Mrs. I i 's recovery. May it be permanent! May it be the 
Divine will to spare a mother so beloved and venerable ! To 
lose a last Parent is a loss indeed ! What saith he, a native 
of the imperial metropolis, to ** The Illustrated London 
News ?'* What saith she to the Queen's f(§te, so graphically 
sketched therein ? * * * * 

Nature is completely re-beautified, save amongst the oaks 
and poplars : and visitors are already numerous to this ro- 
mantic locality. On the 25th inst., a Confirmation and Vi- 
sitation were held in the adjoining Parish. The former was, 
as usual, an attractive and interesting spectacle : the latter, 
amongst a constellation of Clericals, included, of course, the 
Patriarch* of Eblana. I was well pleased to see, and to 
hear, an individual so lauded, and so denounced ;— and, to 
the utter disgrace of my imputed acumen, it must be avowed, 
that in the plain, straight-forward addresses delivered respec- 
tively by the Right Reverend Prelate, I could trace neither 
Popery, nor Socinianism, nor Puseyism, nor any other Zwn, 
inconsistent with the Doctrines or the Rubrics of that Church, 
wherein the Divine Providence hath made him an Overseer. 
Where are consistency, and candour ? — ^Where the charity of 
moral Truth? The eminent person in question has long 
been before the polemical public as a stringent commentator 
on the distinguishing dogmas of Romanism : the tenets of 
Socinus are peculiarly opposed to Orthodoxy, and to the 
Episcopate : and all are now branded as Puseyites, who de- 

[* The late Archbishop Whately.] *Note K. 
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sire to ascertain, to define, and to uphold, the fundamental 
constitution of the Hierarchy ; together with the privileges 
and mutual relations of the ministerial and secular members 
of the Church. Let us pray, and hope, that all things shall 
work together for the promotion of sound Christianity ;— - 
for spiritual meekness, and apostolic renovation. 

From whom, think you, were we favoured with a visit, 
some few days since ? From that sample of stalled theology, 
the quondam Curate of Blank. You cannot have forgotten 
the 20 of May, '38, whereon he delivered, verbatim, that ex- 
cellent little sermon of Burder, on the Goodness of God. 
« 4s 4s * jn the autumn of 1817, I saw and heard the 
scrupulous and conscientious author of the << Village Ser- 
mons :" — spare, and sedate — pale, and pious ; — a perfect con- 
trast, in seeming as in fact, in the outer as the inner man-— 
to him who may be styled his Second Edition ; enlarged, but, 
in truth, neither revised, nor improved ! 

Alas! for ravaged Hamburg; for the sick, and needy; 
for infancy, and age ; whose homes have been swept away by 
the burning besom of destruction ! No such conflagration 
has occurred since that at Moscow, in 1812 ; — and it may 
now be asked, as then (Is : 26, 9), " When Thy judgments 
are in the earth, will the inhabitant!; of the world learn 
righteousness !'* 

My accustomed limitation of note paper obliges me to say 
farewell. Present me to your much esteemed mother ; and 
believe me to be, &c. 



1848. — This 25 of May completes the fifth month of my 
imprisonment. Oh, that it may be sanctified to my soul ; — 
that through its blessed agency I have been made a prisoner 
of Hope ! On the 25th of last December I commemorated 
in His own house, built with hands, the Advent of our Lord ; 
and, since then, I have not inhaled the invigorating breath of 



•^ 
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heaven. Bat, praised be His name, who hatk raised me onoe 
more from the bed of languishing; who enables me once 
more to read His Word, to behold His works, and to endure, 
with increasing patience, those few bat condign judgments 
through which and by which, the world is being crucified to 
me, and I unto the world. 

This day, our Church commemorates the Ascension of its 
evangelic Head. The scene presents itself in vivid colourings 
sublimed, and rendered incontrovertible, by the inspiration 
of truth. ''The mount called Olivet;" — the anxious and 
wondering Apostles grouped around their Divine Teacher;^ 
that glorified Being, who '' spake, as never man spoke," de- 
livering His parting precepts to those whom He was about 
to leave ; — the solemn Ascent ; — the receiving cloud ; — the 
appearance of admonishing angels ; — all form a combination, 
to which brevity and simplicity have given an effect immea- 
sureably beyond the reach of an elaborate diffuseness. ''If 
we believe that Jesus died, and rose again ; even so, they 
also who sleep in Jesus will God bring with Him." 



June 26. — ^The anniversary of my sister's eldest son ; born 
in my father's house, and laid, as his first resting-place, on 
my mother's knee. Lamented parents! precious and pur- 
chased spirits ! — now dwelling in the House not made with 
hands, eternal in the Heavens 1 I see you no more with the 
eyes of flesh ; but I gaze on you through faith, in the visions 
of Beatitude. 

27th, — :The first ripening fruits — strawberries and cherries 
— may they testify to me the fruits of Paradise I Praise the 
Lord, O my soul! Farewell, June, '44 !— bright, fragrant, 
vocal month ; again farewell I Season of gladness and com- 
pleteness — crowned with luxuriant flowers, and loaded with 
ripening fruits. Alas ! how soon will that lustre become 
sullied ! how soon the rose's blush will fade away. Already, 
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the incipients of decay are being developed — already are de- 
scried some trace of declension. The moment of maturity is 
the turning-point of time, in the vegetable, as in the animal 
creation. It is the summit from which the naturalist, and 
the moralist, look down, in the certain expectancy of decline 
and death. 

Brighten, O, my God ! the prospect, to my view I 



*44, the 20th day of the month ; also the 20th Sunday 
after Trinity : — the 103rd, one of the appointed Psalms — my 
dear Jane's favourite ; the last to which she ever listened : — 
Praise the Lord, O my soul ! — not only for His mercies, but 
for His judgments also: — they being mercies in another 
guise. Four weeks since, I lay on the bed of languishing — 
unable to read, or to hear read, a single sentence from the 
Book of Life : — to-day I was enabled to go to Church ; to 
walk thither — renewed in the body, revived in the spirit. A 
stranger preached ; — a stranger to me, but not to the Truth — 
at least to a knowledge of it. Ably and deliberately he ex- 
pounded the text, Matt. 18 ch: 33 ver. — Shouldest not thou 
also have had compassion on thy fellow-servant, even as I 
had pity on thee? He did not merely read an essay — he 
preached a sermon ; speaking apparently from the heart ; and, 
consequently, to the hearts of his hearers. 

With the 103rd Psalm are associated in my mind those 
soothing and solemn remembrances which belong to the dying 
believer. She, whose sufferings it helped to mitigate, whose 
faith it aided to confirm, practically felt that, as a father 
pitieth his own children, even so is the Lord merciful to 
them that fear Him. He knoweth whereof they are made, 
and remembereth that they are but dust ! She felt that, with 
God in Christ there is full forgiveness ; and that, with Him 
through Christ there is plenteous redemption ! 
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AmoDgst the lights extinguished during the year '45, two 
were pre-eminently bright — Richard, Marquis Welleslet, 
and Charles, Earl Grey. The pen of biography will trans- 
mit the names of both to futare times ; and future genera- 
tions will dispassionately decide on their inteUectual gifts and 
political integrity. What are monarchs compared with 
statesmen ? Mere names and nullities, compared with those 
master minds, wherein are woven the destinies of nations. 
Kings reign ; but their advisers rule. So I have read, so 
heard, and so have seen. 

Charles, Earl Grey, was born on the 13 March, 1764* He 
commenced his education at Eton ; finished at King's College, 
Cambridge ; travelled on the continent of Europe ; and was 
subsequently returned, 1786, as Member of Parliament for 
the County of Northumberland. In 1792 he joined the Whig 
Club; and, in 1794, married the Hon. Mary, daughter of 
Lord Ponsonby. In 1806, his lordship (then Viscount 
Howick) became head of the Admiralty ; and, in 1807, suc- 
ceeded to the title of his father, the first Earl Grey. In 1811 
and '12 he declined to support the Percival administration; 
and, in 1829, he honestly and eloquently advocated the Boman 
Catholic claims. In Novem : 1830, he became first Minister 
of the Crown ; which office he resigned in '32 ; and to which 
in a few days he was recalled by the voice of the people. In 
1834 he finally retired from office — having abolished slavery; 
effected Parliamentary Reform ; and engaged the respect of 
all whose respect is to be ambitioned. He died on Thursday, 
17 July, 1845, having completed his 81st year.* 



September 14 — The 12th anniversary of my mother's re- 
lease ; a long expected, long desired, and most happy dis- 
mission from her dilapidated prison ! No extacies — no death- 
bed performances, to be set forth in an elaborate apotheosis ; 

* [Here surely must have followed a like brief sketch of the other 
illustrious name — that of Marquis Wellesley ; but I cumot find it.] 
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none such marked the exit of a humble believer; but, perfect 
peace instead — ^the fruit of Faith ; the gift of Grace ; the 
precursor of Best in Glory ! Oh ! the comprehensiveness of 
that Apostolic assertion — '^ To me, to live, is Christ ; and to 
die, b gain." Before me, at this moment, is her own open 
prayer-book — ^the companion of her last hours of conscious- 
ness. The 2nd Psalm for the morning is one of triumph ; an 
exhibition of beauty and grandeur, summed up in a sublime 
peroration. The first Psalm for evening is marked by her 
hand ; legible now, as when traced by the pencil. Of its 
tenor and spirit, her own experience had been remarkably 
illustrative. She had long seen <'the prosperity of the 
wicked," and long had felt those temporal '^oppressions" 
which sin, and the perverted will of man, have caused to be 
inseparable from the practical worship of truth. Sometimes 
the seeming anomaly had engaged her reasoning powers, but 
never unsettled her faith. She sought, humbly, like the 
Psahnist, " to understand these things ; but they were too 
hard," for her, as for him ; until she '^ went into the sanc- 
tuary" — the sanctuary of a praying, a convicted, and a 
thoroughly converted heart. The Spirit ; the Comforter — 
the Sanctifier— vouchsafed to wrestle with her enquiring spirit; 
and the result, to that convinced and contrite soul, were, 
•* peace, and joy in believing." No more did she exclaim— 
mourning, but not murmuring : — *' Then have I cleansed my 
heart in vain, and washed mine hands in innocency." No ! 
reverting to the 4th verse* of the preceding Psalm, she 
rested in the assurance therein contained ; and blessed Him 
who ''gave the king his judgments, and His righteousness 
unto the king's son !" 



Jan. 22, '46. My dear Aunt, — ^After an interval of fifteen 
months, it is more than time to acknowledge, with mine own 

* f " Be shall keep the simple folk by their right : defend the chil- 
dren of the poor : and punish the wrong doer"] 

K 
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hand, the receipt of a most comfortable shawl ! confessing, at 
the same time, that were it not for a constitutional habit of 
saying, ''No," I might frequently have profited by your 
kindness. These lines have long been meditated ; and it is 
meet and right to realize my purpose about this time, the 
close of your 88th year. 4s * * * 

And, now that the time of your departure must be drawing 
near, may you be found watching ;— the loins girded ; the 
lights burning ; and all in readiness for the Bridegroom's 
approach. 

Pray present from me, to my Rev. cousin,* a plain, unvar- 
nished message ; namely, that during my abode on —^ 
Terrace, his visits were most comforting to a wounded spirit. 
He is gifted in prayer ; — the strong mind is then softened ; 
the rock is smitten ; and thence flow streams of sanitary and 
purifying waters !♦♦♦♦♦ 

This lower world, how swiftly, how surely, is it passing 
away — from you — from me— from all : " but, there is rest in 
Heaven !"— is not that a delightful sentence ; including a 
treasury of gratitude and joy ? 

To Him who purchased for His chosen an entrance into 
that Eternal rest — to Him I commend you, my dear Aunt; 
and subscribe myself in duty, your niece, 

M. A. D. 



Until we see the Saviour, face to face. 
We cannot feel the worth of Sovereign grace ! 
Seraphs and Saints can scarcely understand 
His power, and love, who sits at God's right hand ! 



April, 1848. My dear Colonel. You may be surprised, 
but need not be alarmed, at my autograph. I write, to please 



• Note [L] her son. 
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myself by communicating once more with a honest mind; — 
to express my sincere desires for your well-being ; and to say, 
" Farewell." 

The wild and stormy aspect of our political horizon , with- 
out exciting a faithless terror, should inspire a trustful and 
subduing seriousness. The present seem to be amongst those 
^* times and seasons " of admonitory import, by which the 
Christian is warned to set his house in order — not only that 
earthly and temporal house, of which every day diminishes 
the stability ; but that Building of God which is constituted 
and intended to be eternal in the Heavens. 

Hitherto, amid increasing bodily weakness, I have expe- 
rienced a remarkable exemption from the popular alarm. 
With me, life must be so near a close ; and, to me, its en- 
joyments are so few ; that I anticipate my release not only 
with acquiescence but with satisfaction. 

Pray present me affectionately to my fair kinswoman, 
your Maria. With her and you I passed the month of April, 
'24 ; — and, in due time, in another country, even a heavenly, 
I trust, thro' mercy, we shall meet again! Accept these 
lines in the spirit which dictates them ; and believe me to be 
your's in truth. 



June 8 : '48. Once more " located " within these walls, I 
salute you, my dear kinswoman ; and, from the sultry banks 
of Anna Liffey, waft my sincere good wishes toward the 
pilgrims of the winding Leam. 

I have been somewhat surprised, and not a little gratified, 
by dear E— 's report of progress since leaving Bath. Her 
style is distinguished by care, and accuracy : — ^neither marred 
by carelessness, nor weakened by verbosity. 

Warwickshire, the heart of England, is familiar to me : — 
pleasant, yet sadly so, in remembrance ; and interesting in 
associations. Buoyant in youth and health ; bright in his- 
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toric lore, and rich in friends, I visited Stratford,* and Kenil- 
worth ; Leamington and Warwick :— and, after the lapse of 
more than a generation, they present themselves to my mind's 
eye in lines and colouring of truthful freshness. Leamington 
was then but an embryo of what it has since become ; — but 
Kenilworth abides, unchanged, in all its majestic dilapidation. 
Next week I shall flit with you, on Fancy's wing, along the 
silvery Trent-^thro' potteries and smelting furnaces; and 
thence to the district of dairies— once the huge Palatinate of 
de Lacy. You must be delighted with the Dee. ''Lang 
syne," I wished to live, and die, on its peaceful borders. 
All is now tranquil here ; — and the spirit of the storm— *" the 
Irish Tribune" — en route to Bermuda! Thanks to the 
Divine mercy, which over-rules << the wills and affections of 
sinful men," a present prospect obtains of plenty and of 
peace. 

Assure your interesting young people of my sincere de- 
sires for their best interests ; and believe me to be yours, as 
hitherto before Fortune had crowned you so richly with her 
gifts. 



Sunday, 10 Decem : 1848. 2nd. in Advent. 

At eight, this moaning, the sky presented a magnificent 
appearance^such as it rarely does in these hyperborean 
climes: — the dome, of richest azure, seemed inlaid with shell- 
work and mosaics of resplendent lustre; and purple, and 
crimson, and amber, now separate and distinct — now softening 
and mingling their transparent hues — bade defiance to the 
pencil, and the pen. Glorious and majestic manifestation! 
Symbolic of the veiled Eternal ! " The Heavens declare the 
glory of God — the firmament sheweth His handy-work.** 
Though *' sick and weak," I was enabled to join in the wor- 
ship of the sanctuary ; — sustained, as if by miracle ; yea, 

• Note [M.] 
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even throughout the second service. My favourite psalms 
were sung ; and the 95th well chaunted. Suhlime and con- 
soling services ! Why are they not revised ; why not purified 
from those particles of the old leaven, which the reforming 
fathers unwisely suffered to remain? Romans, 15 ch. 4 ver: 
supplied a copious theme for a plain and earnest exposition : 
— " Whatsoever things were written aforetime, were written 
for our learning ; that we, thro* patience, and comfort of the 
Scriptures, might have hope." 

Farewell, forty-eight — ^year much to be remembered, fare- 
well ! — Revolts and Revolutions — the fall of Autocrats, the 
change of Dynasties, — have they been laid to heart ? By these 
judgments on the Earth, have the Nations learned Righteous- 
ness ? Stamped on the chart of Providence, time only was 
needed for their unfolding : — fruits of the past they are, and 
germs of Futurity ! Last day of the year. 



To live for self, is the most unsatisfying of all systems — 
the worst kind of concentration ;— absorbing everything ; 
returning nothing ! Self, is an exaggeration ; always beheld 
through a mist ; — ^generally, through an inverting lens- 
applied by prejudice — resulting in distortion and discolour- 
ation ; — and leading on to Will-worship, with its hydra- 
headed and monstrous errors. 

Fearfully indeed, and wonderfully, are we constituted. 
Mine is an awful ^nd most peculiar case :— the whole head, 
sick ; the whole heart, faint ; — literally, the heart of flesh- 
that Organ, between which and the Brain, I experience a 
most inexplicable re-action. The back unceasingly burns ; 
the nerves vibrate ; the pulses intermit ; the limbs tremble ; 
yet the faculties remain intact I Where is the point of con- 
tact between matter and mind 7 Thou, God and Father ! 
Thou ordy knowest ! \ 



U2 

Thursday, 13 June, 1850. Last night * * * j g^ept 
at intervals until two, this morning, without any direful 
dream. The dawning twilight was around. I praised God 
for His mercy, sunk into a drowse, and had a Vision. In a 
spacious and splendid Church, I sat with my father : — serene 
and serious he appeared — plainly and neatly attired, as was 
his wont ; — the bearing erect ; the outer man just such as I 
had seen him in his prime. Side by side we sat, in a crowded 
gallery ; and, on a salver presented to him, he placed three 
pieces of shining silver — they had been in the furnace, and so 
had he ! Then, from the aisles, arose a babel of voices ; and 
persons waved to and fro, in hurry and alarm. I looked 
beneath : — all was confusion there : — I sought to grasp the 
shadowy companion at my side, but, '^ He was not !" I 
awoke ; and, lo ! it was a dream ! 

What a Psalm of glories is that appointed for this morn- 
ing by the Church ! Let others analyze and criticise : — not 
as a polemic do I judge it ; but, as a blessed Believer, I 
apply it. Yes ; I magnify Him that rideth upon the hea- 
vens; at whose presence the Earth was shaken, and Sinai 
was moved ! — whose chariots are twenty thousand, even 
thousands of Angels ; — who hath led Captivity captive, and 
received Gifts for men ! And then, recurring to the 5th verse, 
what is the blessed and mighty consolation there presented ? 
He is a Father of the fatherless, and defendeth the cause of 
the Widows ; even God, in His holy habitation ; — even He, 
at whose word kings are put to flight, and their legions dis- 
comfitted ; He beholds, as a parent and protector, those 
bereaved ones, who through Faith and Patience, are purified 
in Time, to be perfected in Eternity ! To my dear Alithea. 



[The following, taken from a Magazine which I chanced 
to see a few days since, seems eminently deserving of a place 
here.] 

" We hear, on all sides, not so much a complaint as a la- 
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mentation, that Congregations are becoming more and more 
shifty and capricious. They can no longer be satisfied with 
nourishing doctrine and orderly reverent services — such as a 
former generation would have valued. It appears as though 
the length to which the '< Special Service " system has been 
carried, and the injudicious encouragement given to rhapso- 
dical preaching and religious hub-bub, were pushing quiet 
modest piety out of existence I" 
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7. 
Then, dearest Jane, do not refuse ! 

Ohy do not make me sad ! 
Consider who it is that sues ; 

And make your Thea glad ! 



1812. 



TO ALITHEA-MARIA* 

From me, alas ! the Muse has fled. 
Or I to Thea much might say ;-^ 

Yet, could she read her Jane's full heart. 
Small need there were of measured lay. 

2. 
And how can I a gift refuse 

That's tendered with so sweet a grace ! 
Or bid one cloud of sorrow dim 

The calm serene of Thea's face ! 

3. 
Yet dearer to a Sister's heart 

Than gift far richer, still must be 
The fond affection breathing through 

Thy strain of simple melody ! 

4. 
Oh ! may such fond affection still 

Untired, unchanged, thro' changing years 
Sweet balm to sorrow prove ; and smooth 

Our passage thro' this vale of tears ! 

5. 
So, should my Sister's God, and mine. 

E'er her's,* my spirit call away ; — 
I shall not want a tender hand 

To close mine eyes, and shroud my clay ! 

* [And it did please the Lord so to order it.] 
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6. 

- Or, first if thy meek soul depart, 

I'll know thee blest ; and check the tear ; 
Receive thy latest sigh ; compose 
The cold, cold limbs, and deck thy bier ! 
March 16, 1816. Jane. 



THE KEEPSAKE. FROM HARRIET TO HER BROTHER. 

Ah ! knowest thou why, to distance driven. 
When Friendship weeps the parting hour ; 

The simplest gift, that moment given. 
For aye retains a magic power 1 

2. 

Still, when it meets the wanderer's view. 
Can half the theft of Time retrieve ; 

Loved scenes of former days renew. 
And bid each dear remembrance live ! 



It boots not if the pencilled rose. 
Or severed ringlet meets the eye ; 

Or India's sparkling gems enclose 
The talisman of sympathy : — 

4. 

" Keep it — ^yes ! — keep it, for my sake," 
On Fancy's ear still falls the sound ;— 

Nor Time the potent charm shall break, 
Nor loose the spell by Nature bound ! 
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1. 

Once more the doads of night are wide dispersed ; 

And morning colours in the East appear* ; 
The wonders of the Lord are thus rehearsed^ 

Day after day, throughout the circling year ! 

• • • 

2. 

Awake^ SluiAberer ! and view the dawn ;— - 
Contemplate all the glories of the sky ! 

The Sun is rising over wood and lawn ; 
While gloomy shadows from his presence fly. 

3. 

Thus doth the Sun of Righteousness illume 
The unconverted souls of human kind ;— 

His cheering beams dispel the awful gloom 

Which Sin's dark shadow spreads o*er every mind, 

4. 

Then let us hail the coming of that light, 
Joyous as those who greet return of day ;— 

The lustre of his presence, full and bright, 
Shall guide us safely thro' the narrow way ! 
February 9th, 1820. Harriet. 



Open-handed, tender-hearted ; 
Loved and loving ; she departed : 
Pious, from her early days. 
Ignorant of worldly ways ! 
Conscious, in the hour of death ; 
Faithful, to her latest breath ! 
Bless' d and blessing, she was given 
Peace on Earth, and rest in Heaven ! 

" In memoriam " of Harriet. Alithea-M. 




Obiit 15th Septeubeb, 1833. Ah xtat. i: 
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[All the remaining (so to say) " fugitive pieces," I found 
among my mother's papers — composed by herself.] 



PRAYER AND PRAISE. 

The sweetest moments of my life 
With Thee, my God, I spend : 

When, from the busy World retired, 
My thoughts to Heaven ascend. 

2. 

Oh that, for ever they might rest 

In that serene abode. 
Where the pure breathings of my soul 

Should rise to Thee^ my God ! 

3. 

'Till then, nor pardon can be mine, 

Nor favour can I feel ; 
Where in Thy presence Angels fair 

Their heavenly faces veil. 

4. 
Still, should the humble fervent prayer 

To Thee, my God, be given : 
Still, should the hymn of grateful praise 

Be offered up to Heaven ! 

5. 

And though 'tis not in human power 
To praise Thee as we ought ; 

Yet art Thou pleased to hear the lips 
Express the holy thought. 

6. 
To Thee all sacred things belong ; 

'Tis Thou who dost inspire 
Each sweet affection of the heart. 

Each holy, pure desire. 
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7. 

ELindle this flame, dear Lord, in me ; 

And let it sweetly shine^ 
Until Thy Spirit fill my soul 

With love> and light Divine ! 

8. 
So shall my Prayers as incense rise ; 

My Praise be heard above : 
Till every thought within my soul 

Breathes Charity and Love ! 



H. 



THOUGHTS, AT CLOSE OF DAY; AT MIDSUMMER. 

At close of Day, when busy man retires. 
Then, Lord, with Thee a refuge safe I find. 

An haven, freed from Care's perturbed desires, 
A calm repose, congenial to my mind. 

2. 

This Summer's Eve— this tranquil, silent shade ; 

That light so soft, serene, and silver bright ; 
Seem for pure holy Contemplation made, 

For heavenly musings, and sublime delight ! 

3. 

Such precious hour is to the soul most sweet : 
The moments thus to pure Devotion given. 

Are oft with Virtue's best resolves replete 

And hold, in spirit, blest commune with Heaven ! 

4. 

In such an hour, fair Hope grows still more bright ; 

Pure Faith looks upward, with a steadfast eye. 
Beyond those planetary worlds of light 

To realms of bliss, and Immortality ! 
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5. 

There I behold a Saviour, all Divine ; — 
Pardon, and Peace, He bounteously bestows : 

When shall I call this dear Redeemer mine ? 

When shall I taste that spring which freely flows ? 

6. 

Oft as I view these splendours of the Night ; — 
The Moon, and Stars, that now so brightly shine ; 

Methinks 'tis like that clear, celestial Light 
That guides the soul to mansions all divine. 

7. 

And, as I here behold a scene like this. 
The glorious work of an Almighty hand; 

I picture the supreme of happiness 

That reigns within that holy promised land : — 

8. 

And think of those who are rejoicing there. 
Once frail inhabiters of Earth, like me ; 

With hope such pure, immortal bliss to share, 
When I, like them, cast off mortality ! 

9. 

What, tho' I cannot pierce beyond that sky, 

Where saints, made perfect, now in glory rest ;— 

Yet may the soul, thro' Faith, ascend on high ; 
And join in praises with the spirits blest I 

10 

And ye, who travelled Earth's rough thorny road, 

Oh ! now, within those realms of Light ye move ! 

There sweetly shine in presence of our God ; 

Behold His glory, and partake His love ! 

H. 
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MENTAL VISION. 

Oh^ Solitude I thy sacred^ still retreat ; 

Whether in leafy grove or lonely gleo. 
Far from the noise and busy haunts of men ; 

To me is ever soothing^ ever sweet ! 
With thee I commune hold, in lonely hour— 
Tho' distant from my view is grove, or shady bower. 

2. 

With thee, calm Solitude, I love to rest. 

While in my chamber's privacy I bide : 
Be pure Religion but my bosom's guest. 

My sweet companion, and my faithful guide ! 
'Tis She directs the wand'ring thoughts to rise 
From this low Earth to realms beyond the skies. 

3. 

With her, in silent meditative eve. 

From heart-corroding care oft times I flee ; 

And from those secret thoughts which most deceive : 
And from a darkening cloud of misery 

I turn to that delightsome land of peace ; 

And feel my heart expand, while seeking heavenly grace. 

4. 
Then do I call to mind the approaching Day, 

When I must stand before the Judgment-seat, 
Divested of this cumbrous load of clay : 

Whilst, trembling underneath the awful weight 
Of conscious guilt, I shudder with dismay 
And look, with deep-felt awe on that august display. 

6. 
But where, my God ! is confidence in Thee ? 

Where, my reliance on Thy promised Love ? 
Oh ! where the hope that I, thro' grace, shall be 

An heir of glory, with Thy saints above ? 
Wait, then, my soul, in deep humility ; — 
But wait in Faith, rich mercies yet to see. 
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6. 

The hearty when patient, humble and resigned ; 

The contrite spirit, to repentance given ; 
Feels a reviving Hope pervade the mind. 

And soars from things of Earth to those of Heaven ! 
So rise, my soul, above this lower sphere ; 
And for those blissful worlds henceforth prepare ! 

H. 



DECLINING YEARS. 

The lamp of life burns low, and dim ; 

My sands are well-nigh run ; 
The Day is closed — ^yet lingers still 

A gleam of setting sun. 

2. 

It is a ray will soon recede, 

For Night is coming on ;— 
But, praise and glory be to Him 

Who leaves me not alone ! 

3. 

His Spirit is for ever free ; 

Who search eth all within : 
Who makes my darkness to be light ; 

And shews me all my sin. 

4. 

Who strengthens this poor fainting heart 

With courage not its own : 
Who bids me seek pure heavenly grace 

At God's eternal Throne ! 
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5. 
Who tells me, when on Jordan's brink 

My trembling limbs shall stand. 
The Angel of His presence, there, 

Shall guide me with his hand ! 

6. 
And, as I enter on that flood. 

He will the waters smooth :— 
Then gently lead me thro' the stream. 

Safe, to the realms above ;*- 

7. 

There to behold a City bright ; 

Fair Zion is its name— 
Whose praise the Prophets sung of old, 

And Saints proclaimed its fame. 

8. 
Not highest strain of thought can reach 

The glories thou shalt see ! 
Believe thou, and hope, my soul ! and wait 

'Till God doth call for thee ! 



H. 



LONGING AFTER IMMORTALITY. 

When will the glorious mom arrive 

That sets my spirit free ? 
When shall my soul new life receive 

In Immortality ? 

2. 

When shall I view the realms of Light ; 

My Saviour's face behold— 
Dwell in those mansions of delight, 

And rest within His fold ? 
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3. 

Oh ! when shall I, with Saints above. 
The hymn harmonious raise ; — 

My soul break forth in strains of Love, 
And sing His endless praise f 

4. 

When Sin shall cease, nor aught below 

Shall agitate this breast : — 
When worldly care, nor joy, nor woe, 

Shall e'er disturb our rest. 

5. 

When thou, no more in fetters bound, 

My soul, art led astray ; — 
Then mayest thou hear this joyful sound, 

" Rise, spirit ! come away !" 

6. 

Blest messenger, if thou appear ; 

If e'er I hear thy voice ; 
What rapture shall salute mine ear ! 

How shall my soul rejoice ! 

7. 

Be thou a sweet assuring sign 

My sins are all forgiven :— 
Breathe in my soul such love Divine 

As Angels feel in Heaven ! 

8. 

Then, leaving earth, and earthly things — 

All that we here so prize ; — 
Borne on celestial seraphs' wings. 

Soar far beyond the skies ! 
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9. 

Faith tells me this blest day shall come 
Of full, accomplished grace ; — 

While Hope points to that heavenly home 
Where sin and sorrow cease ! 



H. 



ADIEU TO THE WORLD. 

Adieu ! thou fleeting world ; adieu ! 

What art thou now to me ?— 
Thy mazes I no more pursue ; 

Nor pleasure find in thee. 

2. 

Nor do we with reluctance part, 
Since I have found thee fail : 

Thou dost but cheat the anxious heart 
Nor can'st one sorrow heal. 

3. 

Long, on thy fluctuating waves 
Hath my frail bark been toss'd ; — 

And, but for His blest hand, who saves. 
Long since it had been lost !* 

4. 
That hand now beckons me away ; 

The port appears in view : 
With joy the signal I obey ; 

Adieu, vain World, adieu ! 



H. 



"The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit : a broken and 
a contrite heart, O God, Thou wilt not despise !" [and such, 
in very truth, was my mother's ! Ed.] Ps. li. v. 1 7. 

* Ps. xciv. 17, 18. 
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HER FAVOURITE HYMN. 

Happy soul ! thy days are ended ; — 
All thy mourning days below : — 

Go, by angel guards attended ; 
To the blissful Presence go I 

2. 

Ready to receive thy spirit, 
Lo ! the Saviour stands above : 

Shews the purchase of His merit ; 
Beaches forth the crown of love. 

3. 

Struggle thro' thy latest passion 
(Let no fears alarm thy breast ;) 

To His uttermost salvation-— 
To His everlasting rest ! 

4. 

For the joy He sets before thee. 
Bear a momentary pain :— 

Die, to live the life of glory ! 
Suffer, with thy Lord to reign. 



[The Editor, not knowing who may have been the author 
of the beautiful lines which he has here transcribed, takes a 
liberty for which he is sure to be forgiven.] 

Across a clouded, stormy sky, 

A gleam of sunshine sped ; 
And o'er the meadows instantly 

The Rainbow tints were spread. 
I mark'd the glorious arch of Light 

Rise upward thro' the rain ; 
But, resting not, it left the height, 

And kiss'd the earth again ! 
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I thought upon the cheering word 

That came to one of yore ; 
The promise given by the Lord, 

Till Time shall be no more : 
'' Within the cloud my bow I set. 

And, while I see its span. 
My covenant I can ne'er forget. 

Nor break my oath to man !*' 

Meet emblem, in its radiant birth. 

Of every promise given : 
Foundations resting on the Earth ; 

A keystone placed in Heaven ! 
Its lowest part a light will leave 

On earthly toil and love ; 
But, he who would its height perceive. 

Must lift his eyes above ! 

For God ordained that Arch of Light 

Not for our Earth alone : 
In Heaven 'twill meet our raptured sight, 

** The Rainbow round the Throne ;*' — 
In pledge awhile of covenant sealed, 

From God to man 'tis given ; 
And, when the oath is all fulfiU'd, 

Returns to Him, in Heaven ! 

Where harps of gold make music sweet. 

By ransom'd fingers swept ; 
And every crown before his feet 

Bespeaks a promise kept ;— 
In proof that ** not one word hath failed,'' 

The Rainbow's varied hue 
Surrounds His glory, then unveiled, 

"The Faithful" God, « and True!" 

E. L. D. 

" There hath not/aUed one word of all His good promise" — 

1 Kings ; viii. 56. 
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NOTES; 



EXPLANATORY AND DISCURSIVE— WITH A DIGRESSION 

CONCERNING HAPPINESS. 



A 1, p, 9. — What led to that ill-starred expedition was on 
this wise : — ^Dissatisfied with the state of things in Ireland 
(and who was not, then, or at any time ?) and fearing worse 
to come, my father* conceived the idea of removing to the 
U. States. In view of this he purchased, in the year '97» 
through a relative then residing in America, a tract, or lot, of 
1,000 acres (a very small portion then cleared and cultivated), 
In Harrison Co. Virginia ; — the original deed or grant whereof 
bears the signature of Edmd. Randolph, Governor of that 
State, 18 Deer., 1786 :-^waiting, however, until circum- 
stances should enable him to carry out his intention; and 
these letters sufficiently shew the result. 

Such was the beginning of sorrows ; but, alas, not the end ! 
Disaster, thenceforward, following upon disaster — deep calling 
unto deep— -'till the frail bark of our fortunes was well-nigh 
overwhelmed amidst the billows of adversity ; and yet, 
through all, and out of all, the good and gracious Lord was 
pleased to preserve and to deliver us ! 



A 2, p. 9. — Miss Witton (afterwards Mrs. Tyndall, of Rose- 
mount, Edgbaston), a young lady who had been educated at 
the same school (near Wem, Shropshire), to whom M. A 
became attached with an affection as sincere as it was ardent ; 
and continuing, through the many vicissitudes of life, un- 
shaken to the end. 

* In religion, Presbyterian : bat zealoas for Catholic Emancipation. 
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B^ p. 13. — Mr. Barthw. Maziere, an amiable and worthy 
gentleman (long since deceased). Of a most respectable 
Huguenot family ; engaged in mercantile pursuits ; and 
highly esteemed, as a man of unblemished honour and inte- 
grity ; of a highly cultivated mind, and literary taste ; as also 
one of an eminently practical benevolence. 



C, p. 15. — A near relative, some years settled in New 
York in a mercantile establishment; where, by industry, 
ability, and high character, he realized a large fortune. He 
died many years ago, esteemed and loved by all who knew 
him. 



D, p. 16. — A sobriquet, given in mere playfulness to her 
father, in allusion to his having, some time before, made the 
" Declaration," then required, of his intention to become a 
" Citizen " of the U. States : — an intention which subsequent 
events rendered abortive. 



E, p. 30. — Mr. John Chambers, and his son. Recollect- 
ing, as I well do, the untiring kindness and consideration 
shewn to myself during my sojourn some years afterwards in 
America, I cannot forbear placing on record (if I might use 
such a term) the grateful feeling I have ever retained for 
that truly estimable character; — and also, in memory of 
another kind friend, whom we had the good fortune to meet 
with — Mr. Matthew Carey, of Philadelphia — the eminent 
bookseller and publisher — himself no mean author. Both 
(long since deceased), differing much in external aspect and 
manner, were equally distinguished for many qualities that 
still adorn our fallen nature — ^good sense, unblemished in- 
tegrity, and genuine benevolence. Natives of Treland^-of 
that unhappy land which, " in the fervour of youthful emo- 
tion," they had loved, not wisely, but too weU— they eventu- 
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ally became citizens, and highly respected citizens^ of the 
U. States. The former, calm, sedate, methodical ; with clear 
and comprehensive views of men and things ; — results of long 
experience and mature deliberation. The latter, with views 
in the main equally just, but seemingly almost intuitive ; 
taken in with an eagle glance, and expressed with all the 
energy and decision of a highly gifted intelligence. One 
cannot say which was the more admirable character ;— and 
the memory of each is equally cherished by the few now re- 
maining (on either side of the Atlantic) to whom they had, at 
any time, been personally known. 

At Mr. Carey's it was that our family — then again sojourn- 
ing in America — became acquainted with Captain Wolfe Tone, 
late of the French Imperial Army, whose pleasing manner 
and conversation made a most favourable impression. Despe- 
rately wounded at the battle of Leipsic — ^taken prisoner, in 
an almost dying state, to the fortress of Erfurth^and libe- 
rated after the fall of Napoleon ; — he had made his way to 
the U. States, and settled in Philadelphia. And at Mr. 
Chambers's, years afterwards, I met (one evening, at tea) a 
lady who (as I have since heard) had been the fiancee of poor 
Robert Emmett, and to whom was addressed the beautiful 
Ode of Moore — 

" She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps /" 

Incidents of the kind, in this life's strange, eventful history, 
however little thought of, perhaps, at the time, leave yet 
their mark, and retain a hold on the memories of the past— - 
sad or pleasing ; one cannot well say^ which ! — or both ! 



F, p. 33. — Though very young at the time, still, through 
the fast-fading vista of so many years, I can yet call to mind 
the almost frenzied exultation with which the result of that 
action was bailed in New York ; — and no wonder ! so natural, 
under all the circumstances : — and equally natural, though 
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by no means so demonstrative, the feeling of << Britishers,'' 
not very long after, on the capture of the Chesapeake— an 
action fought with indomitable courage on both sides, and as 
honourable to the vanquished as to the victors — ^not one of 
whom but regretted the death of the noble-minded Lawrence ; 
by none, not even by Americans themselves, more regretted 
than by the gallant commander of the Shannon 1 

What a pity that two such nations should ever be arrayed 
against each oth^ in the deadly strife of battle ! Are we not 
kindred peoples, inheriting the same language, the same laws 
and institutions — many like characteristics — and so many 
glorious traditions common to both ! Why not, then, instead 
of unseemly jealousies— bickerings— provocations ; — why not 
earnestly cultivate feelings of good- will and brotherhood ? — 
rivals only in all that contributes to the well-being and pros- 
perity of both I For my own part, I left America for the 
last time with regret ; reconciled to the climate ; admiring a 
country so magnificent and of such splendid promise ; and 
most favourably impressed with all I had seen, or come in 
contact with, of the native American character. At least, 
while memory holds, I can never forget the debt of gratitude 
I owe to many there — ^individuals and families (all long since 
departed this life), as refined, as amiable, as intelligent, as 
could (I think) be met with in any country ; — a feeling I 
have the more cause to entertain, seeing I was then, indeed, 
an eaxxedingly ioolish youth ; from a country, at that time, not 
in good odour with native Americans ; and nothing whatever 
in myself to attract, or to merit, the sli^test amount of atten- 
tion or regard I Surely every sensible person, British or 
American, each as a true lover of his own country, would 
wish to see realized the substance of that aspiration so well 
expressed by the poet — 

Paribus se legibus amhoy 
InvictcB gentes, eterna infaedera mittant! 
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G, p. 34.^-This iDcident I w^ll remember; and well I 
may ! Some time before the strange sail came up, being 
alone on the quarter-deck with the man at the helm, and am- 
bitious of acquiring the manly accomplishment of ^^ chewing," 
I besought him to let me have a *' quid," in response to which 
he took what he had in his own mouth (after a roll or two of 
the same) and transferred it to mine I Almost instantaneous 
sickness was the result ; then a stagger down the ^' com- 
panion," and a tumble into my ** berth," and there lay, for 
hoursy perdu ! Yet, when the gallants from the Letter-of- 
Marque, having boarded us, came down to the cabin ; sick 
as I was, I tried to look at them*— admired their shiny trap- 
pings and off-hand bearing ;— -thought how grand a life must 
be that of a Privateer ;— and, if only I could but go with 
them — 

0*er the glad waters of the dark-blue sea I 

a fearless sea-king«-a '^ son of ocean "—from forth the golden 
portals of the East, to 

Where the sun, far in the gorgeous West, 
Sinks to his couch upon the waters blue I 

Alas, for the follies and the recklessness of Youth ! and, 
alas, for the too ready censoriousness of Age ! — so apt to 
forget the ordealy through which Divine mercy alone had 
brought oursdves — and remembrance of which ottght to excite, 
toward those young creatures now in the midst of the fur- 
nace, feelings of deepest compassion, and earnest endeavours 
for their rescue ! — to open the blind eyes— to calm down the 
wild and fiery passions — ^to turn them toward the only true 
and safe path— from darkness to Light ; from the power of 
Satan unto God ! 



H, p. 50. — Alluding, perhaps, to some ** Threnodium " on 
the death of his wife (nee Fortescue) ; or to those beautiful 
lines addressed to her, after four years of married life, in 
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tender and impassioned strains, concluding with the well- 
known expression of sentiment, long since become an aphor- 
ism, to point a moral or adorn a tale I— thus : — 

•( Whence, then, this strange increase of joy ? 
He — only he, can teU — ^who, matched like me, 
{Ifauch another happy man there be /) 
Has, by his own experience, tried 
How much the Wife is dearer than the Bride I" 



If p* 87. — Here again I must indulge my own humour by 
quoting the following lines of Pope — addressed to Henry St, 
John, first Lord Bolingbroke — and one's only regret is, that 
they are not dignified with the name of some more estimable 
character :— 

** 0, Happiness ! our being^a end and aim I 
Good, Pleasure, Ease, Content — ^whate'er thy name ; 
That Something still which prompts the eternal sigh : 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die ! 
Which, still so near as, yet beyond as lies : 
Overlooked, seen doable, by the fool and wise 1 
Plant of celestial seed I — ^if dropt below, 
Say, in what mortal soil thoa deignest to grow ? 
Fair opening to some Coort's propitioos shrine. 
Or, deep, with diamonds in the flaming mine ? 
Twined with the wreaths Parnassian laorels yield ; 
Or reaped in iron harvests of the field ? 
Where grows ?— where grows it not ? — ^If vain onr toil, 
We ought to blame the culture, not the soiL 
Fixed to no spot is Happiness sincere : 
*Tis nowhere to be found, or everywhere :— 
'Tis never to be bought^ but always free ; 
And, fled from Monarchs, St. John I dwells with Thee 1" 



A DIGRESSION, CONCERNING HAPPINESS:— SUGGESTED 

BY THE FOREGOING. 

What we call " Happiness," felicity, &c. — the realization 
of which seems unattainable in our present state ; (and there- 



165 

fore, as we may reasonably suppose, reserved for a future 
state of existeuce ; where, in the more immediate presence of 
Deity, must needs be ** the fulness of joy, and pleasure for 
evermore V*) this mystery of " Happiness," may well be in- 
voked as " our being's end and aim I" — as that condition, or 
state of feeling, where our whole being is in complete harmony 
with the designs or purpose for which we are created. And 
this agrees, in fact, with the whole tenor of Divine Revela- 
tion ; and is proclaimed, from the Mount of the Beatitudes, 
by no less authority than the Son of God ! 

But, from this ''end and aim of our being," we have, 
through "man's first disobedience," altogether and most 
lamentably fallen ; — while yet we feel a ceaseless longing for 
it ; — that is, for Happiness : — tantalized, as it were, by a 
conscious capacity for enjoyments, however fleeting and im- 
perfect ; — reminding us, every now and then, of our far 
greater loss. No doubt, with a cheerful and buoyant dispo- 
sition — or when we may have reasoned ourselves into a sort 
of contentment — we seem to be brought " within a measur- 
able distance " of it ; — but, still, with a sense of something 
wanting I — of something more pure, exalted, and divine — and 
that shall know no ending : — and such a sense will throw some 
shade of sadness over the passing enjoyment, and dim the 
fairest prospect of that which may yet be ours. Hence we 
find, that one may abound ia all that can be still enjoyed ; — 
may be "called, happy"; — may "count himself a happy 
man," and know that " so loiig as thou doest well unto thy- 
self, men will speak good of thee " ; — and yet, be far as the 
poles asunder from real and true happiness ! For, until en- 
lightened from above — renewed in the spirit of his mind — 
with dispositions and desires harmonizing with the Supreme 
"Will — more and more suited for the citizenship — for the oc- 
cupations and enjoyments — of Heaven ; — he can neither form 
a conception of what that true Happiness is, or where it is to 
be found, or how to attain unto it. How altogether inesti- 
mable, then, is that Love— that mercy— of God our Saviour, 
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to restore us from such a state ! making us once more capable 
of attaining to a real and true happiness ; with such a fore- 
taste, now, as'assures us of its complete enjoyment in a 
future and eternal World !-»insomuch that one may have 
little, indeed, of present enjoyments (as commonly under- 
stood ;) and much even that is painful and distressing, yet be 
relatively happy in the very midst of all : — so many and bright 
examples of which we find recorded in Holy Writ — (such, for 
instance, as that of Paul and Silas, in the inner prison at 
Philippi :) and such as we may see, any day, in the life and 
conversation of many a true Christian. 

While, then, this ceaseless longing after happiness points 
so plainly to the existence of a future world in which it shall 
be fully realized ; — is it not, at the very same time, and by 
the very same process of reasoning, suggestive of reflections 
directly tending to correct and to improve our estimate of the 
life that now is ; — so shadowy and unsatisfying in itself} jot 
of such incalculable value in relation to that which is to 
come ! What a motive, even humanly speaking, to moderate 
its hopes and its fears ; — its rivalries and its resentments ;— 
its griefs and its exultations ! and, in all, and through alli to 
seek that great, that merciful Restoration^ revealed from Hea- 
ven in the person, word, and work, of Christ our Saviour— 
Immanuel, God with us ; and set before us with the plainest 
evidence the mind of man is capable of receiving !— to seek 
it, with all the energy and perseverance wherewith, other- 
wise, we might pursue the most dazzling objects of earthly 
ambition ; — sure that the Lord himself is " working " in as, 
and vnth us, *^ both to will, and to do, of His good will and 
pleasure!*' Far removed, on the one hand, from reckless in- 
dulgences, or unhallowed aspirations ; and, on the other, from 
affected indifference to, or proud rejection of, what a boun- 
teous Providence " gives us richly to enjoy /" we then would 
learn to ^< use this world, as not abusing it." We should be 
seized with a nobler ambition than merely to acquire wealth, 
or influence ;*-favour of the great, or applause from the 
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nultitude ; — all of which, we knowy must ^' perish in the 
isingy" and sink for ever in Oblivion's gloomy wave ! — ^no — 
mt to labour rather— and labour *' with all our might " — for 
hat which shsll endurey bright, glorious, and unfading, through 
oantless ages of Eternity I With " an anchor of the soul, 
toth sure and steadfast," no longer tossed about by the winds 
nd waves of uncertainty, we would then feel, whatever our 
arthly " lot," that it had " fallen to tis ia a fair ground ;" 
Being we have a sure pledge of ^^ a goodly heritage !" If 
iches increase, (too often, alas, for human waakness I a de- 
usioa and a snare;) not to set our heart upon them. If 
loverty, or even the " loss of all things ;" still to cling to 
he cross of Christ, and the promise of life everlasting! 
Cannot even a mere man of the world look about him ; reflect 
»n what he ha» already heard, or experienced, of human life ; 
Liid read (so to say) between the lines, of History, sacred and 
yrofane ; — and be will see, and acknowledge, the utter insuf- 
iciency of all that the World can bestow to scUisJy the long- 
ngs of the immortal soul withiu us ! 

Well, therefore, may the poet say, ''and fled from mo- 
larchs !*' — or, as one still greater has it, that sleep— Nature's 
weet nurse,— so often flies from the gUded chambers of the 
§^eat — the canopies of costly state ; tho' lulled with sounds 
»f sweetest melody ! So with Solomon himself, and all his 
jlory : — all, at length, even he, the wisest of men, found was 
< vanity !** So with Alexander, weeping that he had no 
nore worlds to conquer I So with the renowned Saladin, 
uid his winding-sheet ! So with the Emperor Charles V., at 
the Monastery of St. Just ! So with Woolsey, long floated 
on a *' sea of glory I" So with the Great Napoleon — might- 
iest of conquerors inhere of the Pyramids — victor of Auster- 
litz, of Jena, of the Mosqua ; — fallen, as in a moment, from 
that pinnacle of power and of fame ; and chained down, as 
it were, Prometheus-like, to a solitary rock, on the far-off 
melancholy ocean ! Thus, '' all the men whose hands were 
mighty, have found nothing !" 
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I must needs close this long digression ; but cannot refrain 
from quoting the confession of a famous prince— Abdul* 
rhaman, Sultan and Caliph of Cordova, many hundred years 
ago, during the Saracen occupation of Spain. ^* I have now 
reigned," (saith he) ** above fifty years, in victory and peace ; 
— ^beloved by my subjects, dreaded by my enemies, and 
respected by my allies. Riches and honours, power and 
pleasure, have waited on my call : — nor does any earthly 
blessing appear to have been wanting to my felicity. In 
this situation, I have diligently numbered the days of pure 
and genuine happiness which have fallen to my lot : — ^tbey 
amount to fourteen ! O man ! place not thy confidence in 
this present world !" Now, had this great and (relatively) good 
Prince, known anything of the true philosophy — that is, of 
the " power of God unto salvation " thro' the cross of Christ ; 
he, too, would have found the pearl of price ; would have 
counted all his achievements, and all his grandeur, and all 
his fame, and his fourteen days of pure enjoyment as well) as 
df oss, in comparison of it ; — would have " sold " (in the 
right sense) ^^ all that he had " toiled for so long, and prized 
so much at the time ; — would have lought* the Truth — more 
precious than all the jewels of the ** flaming mine ;" — held it 
fast, never to be sold again for the wealth of a universe;— 
and " gone on his way, rejoicing !'* 

N.B — In our English Bible, the words, « Blessed," and 
" Happy," are used indifferently ; as expressing the same 
idea or conception of the mind as the original Greek {Mcuni' 
rios), or the Latin {Beatus) ex. gr. ** Blessed dXQ the meek :"— 
" Happy are ye, if ye do them :" — the word in the original 
being the same ; — and the same meaning evidently in both 
places. The former, however, is much more frequently used. 

Here, there is no difficulty, or danger of misconcep- 
tion : — but, with some others — such as altLviot, BiKaioavvrj, 
BiKaiuOevTes, cKXeKTOv, kXtjtos, Kpiai?, iriam^ wpoer^via, 

♦ Prov. xxiii. 23. 
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irpoiapiae. x^/**^* — having various meanings according to the 
scope and tenor of the context (to say nothing of the Oreeh 
article) ; it is sometimes by no means easy, even- for the-most 
candid and tolerably well-read scholar^ to be sure of the 
meaning. Should we not, then, humbly pray for grace and 
mercy to revecU that true sense ; — write it on our hearts ; and 
cause it to be manifested in our lives ! But, most of us are 
over fond of controversy ; — look upon it as an evidence and 
test of sincerity ; — and rather suspect a more quiet one to be 
a Laodicean ! 

J, p. 54. And " more's the pity," I think ! That she 
had, from nature, as we say (Poeta nascitur, non fit !) a 
decided gift of poetic composition, is a conviction I had, 
myself, entertained long ago. Even at the early age here 
mentioned, or very little over it, she composed a sort of ode, 
or song (somewhat in the same strain, or presenting the same 
ideas, as that beautiful and afibcting one of ^* Savoumeen 
Deeliskf") the subject referring to our military expeditions (of 
that day) to Egypt— whither a soldier, supposed then on fur- 
lough, somewhere in a country neighbourhood, is suddenly 
ordered to proceed — and bids a hurried farewell to his wife. 
One of the very earliest things I can recollect is, hearing it 
suDg ;* — but only the second stanza still floats on a memory 
of nearly eighty years ; — all the rest (I forget how many) 
long since passed away to the '' land where all things are 
forgotten!" The lines I remember, were these:— [ift/es 

loquitur"] — 

Oar destinatiou is, by order, 

Where Nile floods his verdant border : — 
Humbly hope, at my retaming 
Grateful joy shall banish monming 1 
Love, farewell ! 
Hope gilds the way : 
■ At Glory's call we must snrrender, 

And obey ! ICaetera desunt.] 

^ To an air, wild and rather plaintive, which I recoUect perfectly well. 
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Another of those earliest essays of her pen was on the sad 
fate of James, the last (Geraldine) Earl of Desmond ;* the 
first few lines of which I still remember ;— thus : — 

Shall the glories of the brave 
Perish with them in the grave ? 
Shall the yawning gulf of Time 
Close upon Oppression's crime ? 

*^ ^r ^^ ^p 

Carew's lance, and Ormond*s sword, 

Seek the breast of Desmond's lord : — &c, Ac. 

[CoRtera desuntJ] 

One more disposed to criticism, than to observe the hea- 
venly " law of kindness," might exolaim, ** How curious ! — 
why put such things into print !"— in answer to which, I can 
only plead the fond partiality of a Brother I — and — M7 

vefiiaa Paioiai' XA'PIS fiaiotffiv OTrrjBet.'f How SWeet— -how 

simply beautiful — known andjead of all, and admired by all 
who read them — are those lines of Pope — one of the most 
highly polished and exquisitely refined of poets ;— -composed 
by him when but little over ten years of age ! — 

Happy the man, whose wish and care 

A few paternal acres bound 1 
Content to breathe his native air. 

On his own ground I 



2. 

Whose herds, with milk ; whose fields, with bread ; 

Whose flocks supply him with attire ; — 
Whose trees, in Summer yield him shade ; 

In Winter, fire, &c, &c., &c. 



♦ See the " Relatio Geraldinorum," of Daniel 0*Daly, of Lisbon. 
t i.e* Despise not the day of small things ! 
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Here one might be reminded of the somewhat parallel 
Ode— 

Beatns ille, qui, procnl negotiis, 

(Ut prisca gens mortaliam) 
Patema mra bobns exercet sois ; 

Solatns omni fsenore ! &o., 6so», &c. 

And scarcely know which to admire most ; — the skill, and the 
beautiful elaboration, with which the mature genius of Horace 
depicts the charms of a country life— and then the vanity and 
fickleness of human wishes — 

Hsec abi locntos foenerator Alphius, 

Jam jam futurus rasticas I 
Omnem redegit Idibus pecuniam ;— 

Qucerit Kalendas ponere I 

Or, those simple lines, in which the yovthful poet gives 
utterance to the longings of his own heart ! and, then, to 

Steal from the world ; and not a stone 
Tell where I lye I 



E, p. 132. — M. A. had, from the first (long before I had 
any notion of taking Holy Orders), deprecated the running 
down of such a man ; condemning him by a sort of Rhada- 
manthine judgment, almost before he had set foot on our 
shores — as though our own opinions were infallibly true, and 
no appeal could lie against them! And when, at length, 
those mists began, however slowly, to clear off, and the tide 
to turn, how gladly did she mark the change ! *^ It amuses 
me " (she writes, among other and quite different matters) — 
^' to note the turn of the tide in favour of your Diocesan. He 
justifies my quondam defence of his principles ; and had I 
your pen, I should show him up, as he i?, and his revilers as 
they areT (The compliment, here, towypoor "pen," is, 
simply and purely, the partiality of a sister.) How much 
soever I may, weakly and foolishly, have wished to imitate 



172 

something of the style of that profound thinker and great 
master of language : — 

Oh^ si mihi liceat, illo decurrere campo 
Per quern magnus eqtios 0X0N12E Jiexit alumnus /♦ — 

I found it was altogether tdtra vires ; — I might as well attempt 
to bend the bow of Uljsses, or guide the chariot of sun ! Bat 
the vain attempt becomes a blessing, when we have learned, 
through Divine mercy, to adore the Author and Giver of such 
splendid talents as adorned that illustrious prelate ; and to 
admire the character of the man himself, who has used those 
talents to the glory of the Great Bestower ! — 

Sublimem aspwere, et longe ohservare tuendo ! 



L, p. 138. — Her son, the Rev. James White — a stedfast, 
devout, and "good soldier of Jesus Christ!" While yet at 
school (an excellent one, conducted by Dr. Hincks), seized by 
the love of military adventure, he hurried oflf to Portugal 
(not waiting for a commission, which was soon obtained 
through our relative, the late General Sir Robt. Brownrigg), 
served there under Sir John Moore> and suffered severely in 
the disastrous retreat to Corunna. In that ill-starred expe- 
dition to Holland, he was struck down with the *^ Walcheren 
fever," which nearly decimated our troops ; — ^got home ; and, 
while being nursed out of that illness, by his sister, an earnest 
and devoted Christian, became a true convert ; and (as his 
whole life ever after shewed) stedfast to the end ! When re- 
covered, he joined his regiment (the 20th), and served through- 
out the whole of the Peninsular War ; afterwards on duty, 
on guard over Napoleon, at St. Helena ; thence to India ;-— 
and, at length, when quartered in the west of Ireland (being 
then a Captain in the 32nd), was induced by the late {our 
last) Abp. of Tuam, to give up the army, and take Orders in 
the Established Church. This, through the grace of Grod, he 



* [Varied from the original ; and a sad breach of the rules of Prosody I] 
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did — ''hoping for nothing again '*-— and declining even the 
reward of a good benefice (that of Westport), which, a few 
years afterwards, the Archbp. offered, and pressed upon him ! 
At length, he who had encountered so many perils, and so 
many hardships, by flood and field, succumbed to an attack of 
fever (consequent upon a severe wetting) ; and thus, in God's 
own good time, departed this life — honoured and lamented (I 
may truly say) by the whole Church ! I had loved him much, 
wayward and intractable as I was : and, bad I followed his 
wise and Christian counsel, oh, well it had been with me/ — 

Quis desiderio sit pndor, out modus, 
Tarn cari capitis ! 

To him, surely, blessed was that change !-—transcendently 
great the gain ! For ever with the Lord I — a crown of glory 
that fadeth not away ; — and life everlasting ! ! 



M, p. 140. — Every family has its own traditions, and its 
own old memories ; and so with her mother's. The first of 
whom who settled in Ireland (the Rev. John Bradish) came 
from this same " Stratford-on-Avon," in the reign of James L, 
and was instituted to the Benefice of Modeligo, Diocese of 
Lismore ; another served in the army under the Duke of 
Ormond, in the time of Charles I., being a staunch Koyalist — 
a character to which the motto, '' Virtus in Arduis^* seems 
not inappropriate. 

With a paternal ancestor, it was otherwise, and in direct 
opposition to the motto, ** Deo et Regi fidelisJ^ Such, at least, 
is the tradition, as noted by the late highly esteemed and 
learned antiquarian, Mr. Petrie ; who, speaking of the last of 
the CFMelaghlins, goes on to say :— '^ According to the con- 
current tradition of the country, he" [Art O'Melaghlin] 
'' died, without issue, while resident with the family of Daly, 
or O'Daly, at Castle* Daly, near Moate ;'* [Co. Westmeath] 

* [Now called ** Kilcleagh Park,** in the possession of the O'Dell 
family.] 



** and with which family he was some way connected by an 
intermarriage. Indeed, according to a tradition which I 
noted, the ancestor of the Dalys obtained property in the 
county by marriage with an heiress, named Grace, or Graine, 
of Igh Melaghlin, of Moate, or some other Castle. This 
Castle was, most probably, that of Kilcliagh, now Castle Daly, 
which had belonged to the O'Melaghlins ; and, as the hus- 
band was said to have been a ' hig trooper in CromweWs arrays 
but a gentleman/ he was, probably, the James Daly of Eal- 
cleagh, who, according to an inscription on a tombstone at 
Clonmacnoise, *dyed the 18th of January, 1679.'"— See in 
" Vicissitudes of Families," by Sir Bernard Burke (Ulster 
Eling at Arms^, vol ii. p. 345. 



B/Cminiscences such as the foregoing may seem, not only 
out of place, but, in themselves, something downright silly 
and absurd. Stemmata quid faciunt f and still, viewed in a 
Christian spirit, where is the inconsistency with true reli- 
gion T — with the letter or spirit of the Scriptures ? — with all 
that is becoming and suitable to the character and life of a 
Christian ? To those, however, who cannot bring themselves 
to view the subject in that light— and, probably, they are the 
greater number — may we not yet plead (in " mitigation of 
damages," or as an *' extenuating circumstance ") the advice 
addressed by no less than Horace himself to no less a celebrity 
than the " Bard of Mantua ?"— 

Misce stultitiam consiliis brevem : 
Dulce est desipere, in loco ! 
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CONCLUSION. 



^* Italiam / Ilaliam ! Icetus conclamat Achates."* 

, And now, once and for aye> farewell the pen, and its plea- 
sant occupation ! with thanks and adoration to the gracious 
Providence that hath enabled one so very aged — " cut down," 
indeed, '' dried up, and withered " — to accomplish, in some 
sort, this last ^* labour of love," undertaken as a relief to the 
vacuum of a too solitary life, and a tribute of fond affection 
to the memory of the departed ! 

Committing it, then, to Him who hath '^ fed me all my life 
long unto this day"— who ordereth all things here on earth, 
no less than in the highest heavens — from the painted flower 
of the field to the fabric of universal nature ; and again, with 
thanks and adoration for mercies countless as the sands ; he 
bids, at length, a lingering but not reluctant farewell to the 
"world, and to the " fashion " of it — to its visions, its aspira- 
tions, and its witcheries ;— its dreamy, fast-fading shadows, 
that do so allure and beguile us, under the semblance of 
reality, and the guise of all that is beautiful and true ! 

Earnestly desiring, then, and earnestly praying, to be 
enabled to say from his inmost heart and soul, and with his 
latest breath, that '^ Every word of Qod is ttnie from everlast' 
ing" he would here, in deep and real humiliation, declare his 
own UTTER unworthiness, resting his sole hope for Time and 
for Eternity on the one immutable, everlasting foundation, of 
Jesus Christ and Him Crucified ! 

Blessed-— oh, how blessed! — b he whose unrighteousness is 
forgiven ; and whose sin is covered/ Amen. 

* Vide M. de Montesqnien, " Espr. des Lois ;** ad finem. 
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